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My much honoured , and no 


leſs truly beloved FRIEND, 


EDW_BENLOWES, 
ESQUIRE. 


My dear Friend , 
KT 7 OU have put the Theorboe into 
_ a3 hens, axd I have played: Tos: 


gave the Muſician the firſt encou- 

ragement ; the Muſick returneth to you for 
Patronage. Had it been a Light Air , no 
doubt but it had taken the mo#t , and among 
ther the worſt ; but being a Grave Strain , 
my hopes are, that it will pleaſe the beſt, and 
among them you. Toyiſh Aires pleaſe trivial 
A 2 Ears ; 


Ears; they kiſs the Fancy , and betray S: 
They cry , Hail , firſt ; and after , Cruci. 
fie : Let Dorrs delight to immerd themſelves 


in dung , whilſt les ſcorn ſo poor 4 Game 
as Flies, Why = have 7 ed Grd 


Let the 4x udge, et the 0 her ex? 


Your moſt 


affetionate Friend 
FRA. QUARLES. 
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| 
| 
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DEEEEPOCEOE EIS OÞ 


TO THE 


READER: 


N Emblenee is buta filent Parable. 
igEye check , to 

Ro our bleſſed Sa- 
viour figured in theſe Types. In Holy 
Scripture he is ſometimes called a Sower 
ſometimes, a Fiſher 3 fometimes, a Phyſi- 
clan: And why not preſented ſo as well to 
the Eye as to the Ear? Before the know- 
ledge of Letters, God was known by 
Fieroglyphicks. And indeed what are the 
Heavens , the Earth, nay , every Crea- 
ture, but Hieroghyphicks and Emblemes of 
his Glory? I have no more to ſay, I wiſh 
thee as much pleaſure in the Reading , as 
I had in writing. Farewel READER. 


A 3 By 


T Fathers back*d, by Holy Writ led os, 
Thos ſbew' # away to Heat) nby Helicon: 
Muſes Font is conſegrate by Thee; 
And Poeſie baptiz'd Divinity : 

Bleit Soul that here enherÞÞ:Thou ſaiPft apace, 
"Tis hard to ſay,ou'd more by Wit or Grace, 
Pach Muſe fo plies her Oar : but O, the Sail 

Is filPd from Heaven with « Diviner Gate : 
When Poets prove Divines, why ſhould not IT 
Approve in Verſe this divine Poetry ? 

t this ſuffice to licenſe thee the Preſs :_ 


] mit no more ; nor could the Truth ſay left, 


Sic approbayit 
RICH. LOVE 


Procan. Cantabrigienſis, 


Tot 


———— 


Tot Flores QUAR LES, quot Paradiſe 
habet, LeQori bene-ale-yolo. 


Nui legit ex Horto hoc Flores , Qui carpit , uterque 
Jure poteſt 7jolas dicere , jure Roſas , 
Non & Parnaſſo VIOLA M, Feſtive, ROSETO 
Carpit Apollo , magis quz fit amozna, ROSAM,. 
Quot Yerſus VIOLAS legis; & Quem verba locutum 
Credis, verba dedit : Nam' dedit 3ile ROSAS. 
Utque Ego non dam hxacY1OLAS ſuaviſlima; Tute 
Ipſe facis /10OLAS, Livide, fi violas. 

Nam velut eYV1IOLIS fibi fugit Aranta virus : 
Vertis at-in fuccos Hasque ROS ASque ru0s- 

Quas vielas Muſas , pi0Lds puto;, quaſque recuſas 
Dente tuo roſes, has , reor , eſſe ROSAS: 

Sic ref, facis elſe R058 6, dum, Zoile , rodis ; 
Sic facis has // 10 ENFo" ide, dum violas. 
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by - - ' —_ 


Brent Hall , 16 3 4. 
kBDW. BENLOWES, 
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Firlt BOOK... 


The INVOC4TION: | 


| palſy {2 , 

RR Orpedes, my tom; wo Ong Ls 

Of vulgar. oughts > Scrue up:-the deirno WP! 
Of thy ſublime Thebrboe four -nowes higher, | 2:11; , 19) 1 
And higher yer, thav(o-;:the ſhbril-mouth'd-Quite 1/17 « > 
Of ſwifr-wing'd Seraplims may OMe A lym —_ Tt 
And make thy GCanſot wala that half divine. : _ te A 
Inveke no[Mufersy Let Heav'n bethine Aol > i13 pavncc) 
And let his ſgered-Influences hallow:! , 31851 ST 
Thy hi h-bredk finns:; Ler his, full. beams fire 
Thy raviſh'd brains wich more heroick: fire 
Snarch thee 2 Quill from the ſpread"Eagles wing, 
And, like the morning Lark , mount up and, fing : 
Caſt off theſe dangling plummers , tharſo clop 
Thy lab'ring heart, which gropes in this dark fog 
Of dungeon Earth; ler F leſh. and Blood forbear 
To ſtop thy flight , till this baſe World appear 
A thin blew Landſkip:”Ler thy pinions ſoar 
So high a pitch, that men may ſeem no more 
Than Piſmires , crawling on this Mole-hill Earrh , 
Thy Ear untroubled with their frantick mirih; 
* Let nor the frailty of thy fleſh diſturb 
Thy new-concluded peace ; Let Reaſon curb 
Fhy hor mouth'd Paſſion ; and ler heav'ns fire ſeaſon 
_ The freſh conceits of thy corre&ted Reaſon. 

Diſdain to warm thee ar luits ſmoky fires , 

Scorn , Scorn to feed on thy old bloat defires : 
Come, come , my Soul , hoiſe up thy higher ſails , 
The wind blows fair 3 mil” e {t1!] creep like Snails , 


»4. FF 


'J 


Thar 


$:- -- Emblewes. Book I, 


That glide their wayes with their own Native flimes ; 
No, we muſt fly like Eagles :and our Rhimes 
Muft mount to Heav'n, and reach won tmack Ear ; 
Our ps _"4 we ik fk ſeek ft and Ho Sphea 

— rt Thean 'it a 

Sn duſt , and vl gm our «tao io 

Ls ing _onnnr , taking b 
What thou haſt giv'n in =- ha pſed frail , 
And finful man : ig TR” full Sides wherein 

Thy Childrens leprous fingers , ſcurf'd with fin , 
Have padled ; Cleanſe, O cleanſe my crafty Soul 
From ſecret crimes , and lot my thoughts controul 
My thoughts: O , reach me ſtoutrly to deny 
My ſelf, that I ray be no longer I: 
Enrich my P's clarifie my thoughes , | 
Refine my droſs 3 O , wink at human fcls; | 
And throagh the enter Condu& of my Quil 464k 
Convey thy Current , whoſe clear fireams m_ fill 
The hearts of men with love , their rongues with praſſe : 
Crown me with Fs , take who liſt the the Bayes. 
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L 
IAM, 1. 14 


Every man is tempted , when he is drawn. «- 
way by bis own luſt and enticed, 


Serpent. we Oo Eve. 


Srp. Or ear? Not taſte? Not touch? Not caſt an eye 
Upon the fruir of this fair Tree ? And why ? 

Why caſt thou not whar Heay'n ordain'd for food ? 
Or can'ſt thou think that bad which Heay' n call'd Goog 2. 7 
Wh was ir made if not to be enjoy'd? | 

& of favours makes a fayour void : 
BI unus'd , pervert into a Waſt , 
As well as Surfeits : Woman ,*Do bur raſt ; 


See how the laden make ſilent ſuit 
+ To be enjoy'd : ' Look how thelr- 


il fruic 

Meet thee half-way 3 Obſerve biit h 
To kiſs thy hand 3 Coy Woman , Do but-touch ; ' 
Mark what a pure vermilion bluſh'has dy'd 
Their fling chiehs, abt ky: NB 6x ths - 
Their palfie heads to ſee themſelves ſand by bot 
Negle&ted : Woman', Do but caſt an Eye; if 
What bounteous Heav'n ordait'dfor-ni Td bar 
Come, pull and eat: Y'ahuſe the thing ye uſe not. 

Eve. Wieſt of Beaſts , our great Creator did 
Reſerve this Tree , and this alone forbid ; 

The reſt are freely ours , which doubtleſs are 
As pleafing to the taſt ; ro th'eye as fair : 
Bur e this his triad commands are ſuch , 
"Tis death to taſt, ne lefs than death to touch. 


Serp. Piſh 3 Deaths a fable : Did not Heay'n inſpire 
Your equal Elements with living Fire, 


bo 


- 


6 - Eaklower,  -Booki fo 


C 
Blown from the ſpring of life ? is not that breath 
Immorral ? Come ; ye are as free from death 
As he that made ye. Can the flames expire 
Which he has kindled ? Can ye quench his fire ? 
Did not the great Creatours yoice proclaim 
Whar ere he made ( from the blew ſpangled frame 
To the poor leaf that trembles) very good ? 
Bleſt he not both the feeder and the Food ? 
Tell , relt me then', what danger can accrue 
From ſuch bleft Food , ro ſuch half-gods as you? 
Curb needleſs fears , and ler no fond conceir 
Abuſe your freedome ; Woman take and ear. 
Eve. 'Tis true, we are immorral; death is yet 
Unborn , . and till Rebellion make ir debr , 
Undue I know the-fruir is good , until | 
Prefumpruous diſobedience make it ill, 
The lips chat open io this, Fruit's a Portal 
To let in death and make immorral morcal. 
Serp, You cannot die : come, woman, taſte, and fear not : 
Eve. Shall Eve tranſgreG6? I dare nor, O I dare nor. | 
Serp. Afraid ? why draw'lt thou back thy tim'rous arm? 
Harm only falls on ſuch as fear a harm,  .._., | 
Heav*n knows and fears. the virtue of, this Tree , 
"Twill make ye perfe&t Gods as well as He. 
Screrch forth thy hayd ,, and ler thy fondneſs never 
Fear death: Dp, pull, and car, and live for, cvcr. 
Eve, *Tis but an Apple 3. and ir is as good , 
To do , as to defire, ,Frujs's made for food : 
T'le pull , and faſte,,; and cempt my Adam too. 
To knoyy the {ecrets of this Dazncy. Serp, Do. 
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os 


] S. CHRYS. ſup. Math. 

He forced -bim not : He touthed him not : Only faid , Caſt 

; thy (elf down; that we may know , that whoſoever obeyeth 

the Devil caſteth himſalf down : ſor the Devil may ſuggeſt, 

| compel he cannot. 

| , ©S. BERN. in Ser. 

| It is the Devils part to ſuggeſt Ours , not to conſent. As 

| oft as we refiſt bim , ſo often we overcome bim : as often as 

| we overcome him, ſo often we bring joy to the Angels, aud 
Glory to God , who propoſeth us , that we may contend, and 
aſſifieth us , that we may conquer- 


LO 
"F 4 


EPIG. 1. 


Uulucky Parliament ! wherein at laſt, 

Both Houſes are agreed, and firmly paſt 
»& of Death confirm'd by higher Powers : 
had it had bur ſuch ſucceſs as Ours! 
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Emblemes. 


H. 


JAMES rt. 15. 


Then when luſt hath conceived, it bringeth 
forth ſin 5 and ſin when it is finiſhed, brings 
eth forth death. 


I. 


Ament, lament; Look, look, what thou haſt done? 
Lament the world's, Lament thy own eſtate : 
Look,look, by doing how chouart undone ? 
Lament thy fall, lament thy change of State : 
Thy faith is broken , and thy freedom gone , 
See, ſee roo ſoon, what thou lamenr'ſ too late. 
O thou thar wert ſo many men, nay, all 
Abridg'd in one , how has thy deſp'rate fall 
Deſtroy'd thy unborn feed, deſtroy'd hy ſelf withal, 


2, 


Uxorious Adam, whom thy Maker made 
Equal to Angels that excel in pow'r , 
What haſt thou done ? O why haſt thou obe bu 
Thy own deſtru&ion? Like a new cropt flower 
How does the glory of thy beauty fade !- 
How are thy fortunes blaſted in an hour! 
' How art thou cow'd that hadſt the pow'r to quel 
The ſpite of new fal'n Angels, battle Hell 
And vie with thoſe that ſtood,and vanquiſh choſe that fell. 


Zo 


See how the world (whoſe chaſt and pron womb 
Of late Conceiy'd, and brought fort | noddag i) 


10  Emblemes. 


Is now degenerated , and become 


Book L 


A baſe Adultereſs, whoſe falſe births do fill FF 
The earth with Monſters, Monſters that do rome 
A 


ih rage about, and make a trade to kill : 
NOW Glutt'ny paunches 3 Luſt begins to ſpawn; 
Wrath takes revenge ; and Avarice a pawn 
Pale Envy pines, Pride ſwells, and Sloth begins to yawn. 


4 


The Air that whiſper'd, now begins to rore 3 
And bluſtring Boreas blows the boyling Tide z - 
The white mouth'd Water now uſurps the ſhore, 
: And ſcorns the pow'r of her tridenral guide 3 | 
The firenow burns, that did but warm before , : 
And Rules her ruler with refiſtleſs pride : | | 
Fire, Water, Earth, and Air, that firſt were made 
To be ſubdu'd,ſee how they now invade ; (obey'd. 
They rule whom once they ſerv'd, command where once 


OLED cow ys 


7 pes of 
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5 


Behold ; that nakedneſfs , that late _—_ 
Thy glory 3 now's become thy ſhame, thy wonder 3 
Bchold ; thoſe trees whoſe various fruits were made 
For food, now turn'd a ſhade to ſhrowd thee under 
Behold ; that voice (which thou haſt diſobey'd ) 
That late was muſick, now, affrights like thunder : 
Poor man ; Are not thy joynts grown fore with ſhaking 


To view th* effe& of. th Cn 
Tharia one boar G27 ane; whurtdarhs fie wan: 


S. AUG, 


l 


- Prepoſt'rous man firſt fow'd , = then he plough'd. 
2 


Book I.  Emblemes. II 


S AUGUST. lib. 1. de lib. arbit. 


It is a moſt jufi, puniſhment, that man (hould loſe that freedom, 
which man could not uſe, yet had power to beep , if he would 3 + 
and that he who had knowledge to do, what was right , and 
did not , ſhould be deprived of the knowledge of what was 
right; and that be who would not do righteonſly , when be had 
the power, ſhould loſe the power to doit, when he had the will. 


HUGO de anima. 


They are juſtly puniſhed that abuſe lawſul things, but they are 
moſt juſtly puniſhed , that uſe unlawſul things : Thus Lucifer 
fell from Heaven ©: thus Adam loſt his Paradiſe. 


EPIG. 2. 
See how theſe fruitfal kernils , being caſt o 
Upon the carth , how thick they ſpring ! how faſt ! 
A full ear'd crop and thriving , rank and proud 3 


| 


ITT. 


Emblemes. 
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Book 1. Emblemes. I3 


ITI. 
PROV. 14. 13. 


Even in laughter the heart is ſorrowful, and 
the end of that mirth is beavineſs. 


I, 


Las fond Child, 
"A How are thy thoughts beguil'd , 
To hope for honey from a neſt of waſps ? 
Thou may'ſt as well 
Go ſeek for eaſe in Hell, 
Or ſprightly NeQar from the mouths of aſps. 


The world's a hive, 
From whence thou can'ſt derive 
No good , but what thy Souls vexation brings : 
Put caſe thou meer 
Some petri-perti-ſweet, ' 
Each drop is guarded with a thouſand ſtings. 
3+ - 
Why doſt thou make oe 
Theſe murm'ring troups forſake vr 
The ſafe prote&ion of their-waxen homes ? = 
Their hive contains 
No ſweet that's worth thy pains ; 
There's-nothing here , alas , = empty combes. 
4+ 
For traſh and toyes , 
And grief Ingend'ring joyes , 
3 


What 


14 Emblemer, 


What torment ſeems too ſharp for fleſh and blood ! 
What bitter pills , 
Compos'd of real ills, * : 
Man ſwallows down to purchaſe one falſe good ! 


" hal 


The daintics here , 
Are leaſt what they appear 3 
Though ſweet in hope, yet in fruicion ſowre : 
The fruit that's yellow , 
Is found not always mellow: 
The faireſt Tulip's not the ſweeteſt flowre. 


6 
Fond youth give ore , 
And vex thy Soul no more 
In ſeeking whar were berter far unfound ; 
Alas! thy gains 
Are only preſent pains 
To gather orpns for a furure wound. 


7 


What's earth? or in it, 
That longer than a mmute , 
Can lend a free delight that gan endure ? 
O who would droyl , 
Or delve inſuch a ſoyl, 
Where gain's uNcertaln and the Þain 1s fure. 


Ss, AUGUST. 


Book [. 
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Baok 1. 


Emblems. Is 


S. AUGUST, 


Sweetneſs in temporal matters is deceitſul * It is a labour and 
a perpetual fear ; it is a dangerous pleaſure , whoſe beginning is 
without providence, and whoſe end is not without repentance. 


HUGO. 


Luxury u an enticing pleaſure, a baſtard mirth , which bath 
honey in ber mouth, gall in her heart, and a ſting in her tail. 


E PIG. 3, 


What, Cupid, are thy ſhafts already made ? 

And ſeeking honey, to ſet up thy trade 

True Embleme of thy ſweets? Thy Bees do bring 

» os wt ata ace "Rn _ 
4 . 


16 Book 1. 


| JD uis Levior?! cui plus ponderi ed dit amr 
oF I 


16 


Book 1. Embleaec.: T7 
| mo"_ . - 
PSALM 62. 9 


To be laid in the ballance;it is FR lickter 
than vanity. 


Ur in another weight : 'Ti yer too light : 
And yet. ' Fond Cupid, puranother in 
And yet another : Still there's under weight : 
Put'in another hundred : Put again 3 Cf''1 
Add world to world 3 then heap a' thouſand more 
To that, then to renew'thy” waſted ſtore , * 
Take up more worlds on truſt, to draw thy ballance lower. 


2, 


Putin the fleſh with all her loads of pleaſure z 
| - Pur in great Mammon's endleſs inventory; 
Pur in the ponderous acts of Mighty Ceſar 3 
Put in the greater- weight of Swedens glory 3 ; 
Add Scapie's gauntlet 3 Pur in' Plato's gown , © 
Pur- Cites charms ; put-1n the triple crown. - © 
Thy ballance wil-not draw ; ; thy ballance will not down. 


3- 
Lord what a world is this , which day and night, 
Men ſeek with' ſo much toil; wich ſo much trouble? 
Which weigh'd in equal ſcalesis found fo light, FP ke 
So poorly overballanc'd with a bubble ? . 
Good God! Thar franrick-mortalshould deſtroy / 
Their higher hopes, and place their Idle + be | 
Upon ſuch airy traſh, upon ſo light a toy ! | 


4+ 


Thou bold Impoſtor , how haſt thou befool'd 
The tribe of Man with counterfeit deſire ! 


zB Emublemes. Book [. 
How has the breath of thy falſe bellows cool'd , 
Heay'ns free born flames, and kindled baſtard fire ! 
How haſt thou vented droſs nice of treaſure , 
And cheated man with thy falſe welghts and meaſure , 
Proclaiming bad for good ; and gilding death with pleaſure, 


5 


The world's a crafty Strumpet moſt affecting , 
And cloſely: following thoſe that moſt reject her 3 


But —_— careleſs, go. bom — 
And coy — flying choſe that affeft her : 
If thou be free, ſhe's ſtrange ; if ſhe's free 3 


Flee, and the follows; follow, and {he'l flee : 
L—— DEE} none more coy,there's none more fond than 


27G] ( the. 
6 


CE ods ri 
Compos'd of tr W 
She _ deftraRion in a formal kiſs , 
And lodges death in her deceitful ſmiles ; 
She lugs the ſoul ſhe hates ; and there does prove 
The veryeſt Tyrant, where ſhe vows to love, 
And is a Serpent moſt, when moſt ſhe ſeems a Dove. 


TY 


ies happy! he, whoſe nobler thoughts deſpiſe 
obje& of ſo-caſie gains ; | 
Thrice haps y he who ſcorns fo poor a prize 
Shewld be che crown of his heroick pains : 
ye he, that ne're was born to try 
Her frowns or ſmiles ; z' or being born, did lic 
In his ſad nurſes arms NT and die. 


S. AUGUST. 


S. AUGUST. lib. Confeſl. 


O you that dote upon this world, for what viftory doye fight ? 
Your bopes can be crowned with no greater reward, than the 
world can give ; and what is the world but a brittle thing ſull 
of dangers, wherein we travel from leſſer to greater perils? Q 
let all her vain,light, and momentany glory petiſh with her ſelf, 
and let us be converſant with more eternal things. Alas, this 
world is miſerable ; life is ſhort, and death 1s ſire. 


EPIG. 4. 


My Soul, what's lighter , than a feather ? Wind. 

Than wind ? The fire. And what, than fire? The mind, 
What's lighter, than themind ? A thought, Than thought ? 
This bubble world, What, than this bubble ? Noughr, 


x Cor. 7. 31. 
The faſhion of this World paſſeth away. = 


One are thoſe- golden dayes, wherein 
Pale Conſcience ſtarted not at ugly fin, 
When good old Saturn's a 
4 Was unufurped by his beardleſs Son : 
When jealous Ops ne'r fear'd th* abuſe 

Of her chaſt bed, or breach of nuprial Truce : 

When juſt 4fre pois'd her Scales 
In mortal hearts , whoſe abſence earth bewails : 

When froth-born Yenus and her brat, 
With all that ſpurious brood Young ove begat, 

In horrid were yet unknown ; 
Thoſe Halcyon dayes, that golden age is gone. 

There was no Client then to wait . 
The letfure of this long tayl'd Advocate 3 

The Talion Law was in requeſt, 
And Chancery Courts were kept in ev'ry breſt : 

Abuſed Statutes had no Tenters , 
And men could deal ſecure without inden:ures ? 

There was no peeping hole to clear 
The wittals eye from his incarnate fear 3 

There were no luftiful Cinders then 
To broil the Carbonado'd hearts of men : 

The rofie cheeks did then proclaim 
A ſhame of Guilt , but not a Guilt of ſhame : 

There was no whining Soul to ſtarr 
At Cupid's twang, or curſe his flaming dart ; 

The Boy had then bur callow wings, 
Aud fel} Erinnys Scorpions had no : 


22 Emblemes. 


The better a&ed world did move 

Upon the fixed poles of Truth and Love , 
Love efſenc'd in the hearrs of men ! 

Then Reaſon rul'd , there was no paſſion then ; 
Till Luft and rage began to enter , 

Love the Circumference was , and love the Center 
Until the wanton days of 'Jove 

The ſimple world was all compos'd of Love 
But Zove grew fleſhly, falſe, unjuſt : 

Inferiour benny fill'd his veins with luſt ; 
And Cucquean Fuzo's fury hurld 

Fierce bal!s of rape into th'inceſtuous world : 
Aſtrea fled , and love return'd 

From earth, earth boyſd with luſt, with rage it bure'd : 
And ever fince the world hath been 

Kept going with the ſcourge of Luſt and Spleen, 


S. AMBROS, 
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S. AMBROS, 
Luſt is a ſhary ſpur to vice,which always putteth the afſeF30n3 
Into a falſe gallop. 
HUGO. 


Luſt is an immoderate wantonneſs of the fliſh, a ſweet poſes; 
a cruel peſtilence;, a pernitious poyſon, which weakneth the body 
; of man, and effeminateth the firength of an beroick mind. 


S. AUGUST. 


Envy u the hatred of anothers ſelicity : in refþeft of Superi- 

onrs, becauſe they are not equal to them 5; in reſpeft of Inferiours, 

i leſt be ſhould be equal to them 5 in refþeft of equals, becauſe thy 

are equal to them : Through envy proceeded the fall of the world, 
and dtath of Chriſt, 


= £2 


EPIG. 5. 


What, Cp3d, muſt the world be laſh'd ſo ſoon ? 

But made at morning , and be whipt at noon ? 

'Tis like the Wage, that plays with YJewws Doves, 
'd, the more perverſe It proyes. 


The more 'ris 


VI 


Gr eruce Tub ques 
_ 


Book I. Emblemes. 25 


VI. 


ECCLES. 2; 17: 
All is vanity and vexation of Spirit. 
| | 


Ow is the antious Soul of man befool'd 
In his defire , 
That thinks an HeRick feaver may be cool'd 
In flames of fire ; | 
Or hopes to take full heaps of burniſh'd gold 
From naſty mire! 
A whining Lover may as well requeſt - 
A ſcornful breaſt 
To melt in gentle tears , as woo the world for reft. 


2, \ 


Let wit, and all her ſtudied plots effeR 
"E The beſt they a 4 perſelt 

ſmiling Fortune an c 

 Whar wir began; il 
Let Eatth adviſe with both , and ſo proje& 

A happy man; +1 
Let wit or fawning Forrune vie their beſt ; 

He may be bleſt | 
With all that Earth can give : but Earth can give no reſt. 


J. 


Whoſe gold is double with a careful hand , 
His cares are double , | 
C The 
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The Pleaſure , Honour , Wealth of Seca and Land 
Bring but a trouble z 

The World it ſelf, and all the Worlds command , 
Is but a bubble, 

The ſtrong defires of mans infatiate breaſt 
May ſtan poſſeſt 


Of all that Earth can give; bur earth can give no reſt. 
4. 


The World's a ſeeming Par'diſe, but her own 
And man's tormentor ; 
Appearing fix'd , yet but a rolling ſtone pi 
Without a tenter 3 | 1 
Ir is a vaſt Circumference, where none 
Can find a Center. " 
Of more tharyEarth,, can Earth make none poſleſt ; 
And he that leaſt Foes "Og 
Regards this reſtleſs world, ſhall in this world find reſt. , 


> 


True reſt conſiſts not in the oft revytng 
Of worldly drofs 
Earth's miry purchaſe'ts nor 'worth the buying 
Her gain is loſs; 
Her reſt hur giddy toil, if not relying 


Toon her croſs. 

How worldlings droyl for crouble! That fond brea 
That 15 poſleſs'd [= 

Of Earth without a cro& has Karth withoura-reft. 1o1 


CASS. 


1 
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CASS, in Pl. 


The Croſs is the invincible ſanfiuary of the bumble : The des 

* jeftion of the proud , the viftory of Chriſt , the deſtrution of 

© the Devil, the confirmation of the ſaithſul , the death of the 
anbeliver , the life of the juſt, 


DAMASCEN, 


The Croſs of Chriſt is the key of Paradiſe : the weak mans 
ſtaff: the Converts convoy : the upright mans perſeflion : the 
Soul and Bodzes beaith ; the prevention of all evil , aud the 
procurer of all good, | 


EPIG. 6 


Worldlings, whoſe whimpering folly holds the loſſes 
- | Of honour, pleaſure, health ; and wealth ſuch croſſes 3 
$. | Lookhere, and tell me; what your Arms engroſs , 
When the beſt end of what ye hugg's a croſs. P 
11 C 2 VIl 
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VIL 


fe otia ducis! | 
' | £4 MEE | 2 


— 


vil 


L 
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VIL 
x Pet., 5. 8. 


Be ſober, be vigilant, becauſe zour Adverſary 
the Devil as a roaring Lion walketh about, - * 
ſeeking whom he may devour, 


WW Hy doſt thou ſuffer luſtful floth-to creep »-/ 
Dull Cyprian Lad, into. thy wanton brows? 
Is this a time go pay thine idle vows 
| .At Morpheus thrine ? Is this a time-ro-ſteep 2108 
b \ Thy brains in waſteful ſlumbers? up and rouze 
Thy leaden Spirit : Is this a time to ſleep ? 
Adjourn thy ſanguine dreams : awake, ariſe , 
Call in thy thoughts ;. and. {et them all adviſe, 


Had'ſt thou, as many heads, as thou haſt wounded eyes. 


Look, Look , what horrid furies do await ,, - , 
\ Thy flatt'ring ſlumbers ! Ifthy drowzy head ,, 
Bur chance to nad , thou fall'ſt into a bed 
Of ſulph'rous flames , whoſe torments want a date, _ 
Fond boy , be wiſe, let nor thy thoughts be fed *_ 
With Phrygian wiſdom : fools are wiſe toolate':  * 
+ Beware berimes , and let thy reaſon ſever 
Thoſe gates which paſſion clos'd ; wake now or never 3 
For if thou nod'ſt thou fall'ſt, and falling fall'ſt for ever. 


3- 
. Mark , how the ready hands of death prepare : 
His bow 1s bent , and he hath notch'd his dart 3 


His aims , he levels at the ſlumb'ring heart : 
C 3 The 


I 
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The wound is poſting , O be wiſe , beware, 
What ? has the voice of danger loſt the art 
To raiſe the Spiritof negleHted care ? 
| Well, ſleep thy fill, and take thy ſoft repoſes ; 
But know withal ſweat tafts Have ſowr cloſes ; 
And he repents inthorns, that ſleeps in beds of roſes, 


4+ 


Yet ſluggard , wake, and gull thy Soul no more 'h, 
' Withearth's falſe pleaſure , and che worlds delight, 4 
Whoſe fruit 1s fair , and pleafing to the ſight, 
But ſowr intaſt , falſe as the purrid core: 
Thy flaring glaſs 1s gems at her half light, . 
She makes thee ſeertiing rich, bur truly ou p 
She boaſts a kernel , and beſtows a ſhell ; ©. * 
Performs an inch of her fair promis'd ell : 
Her words proteſt a Heaven : her works produce an hell. 


- EI 4, 
wv» 5 FE 


Ss 
O thou the fountain of whoſe better part, 
Is eatth'd and gravelſ'd up with vain defire : 
That daily wallow'ſt in the fleſhly mire 
And baſe pollution of a Juſtful heart , 
That fee!'ſt no paſſion , put in, wanton fire , 
And ownſt no torment but in- Cupid's dart 3. 
Behold thy type :; Thou fitr'ſt upon this ball : 
Of earth , ſecure', while death that flings at all , 
Stands artti'd to ſtrike thee down , where flames atrend thy 


wg» a 
ſp —- 
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Embleues. 3t 
S. BERN. 


Security #s no where : neither in Heaven nor in Paradiſe , 
much leſs in the world : in heaven the Angels fell from the divine 
preſence 3 in Paradiſe, Adam fell from bis place of pleaſure ; in 
the world, Fudas fell from the School of our Saviour. 


HUGO, 


1 eat ſecure, 1 drink ſecure, I ſleep ſecure, even as though 1 had 
paſt the day of death, aveided the day of judgment, and eſcaped 
the torments of bell fire : 1 play and laugh, as though 1 were at- 
ready triumphing in the Kingdom of Heavens 


Baok L 


EPIG. 7. 


Get up, my Soul 3 Redeem thy (laviſh eyes 
From drowzy bondage : O beware 3 be wiſe ? 
Thy Fo's before thee 3 on = fight or fly ; 
] © + 
Life lyes moſt open 1a a cio - va 
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VIII. 
LUKE 6. 25. 


Woe be to you that laugh now, for ye ſhall mourn 
and weep. 


He world's a popular diſeaſe , that rei 
Within the froward heart and frantick 
Ot poor diſtemper'd mortals, oft arifing 
From ill digeftion , through th' unequal poiſing 
Of ill-weig'd Elements, whoſe light dire&ts :"K7'T 
Malignant humours to malign effetts : | 
One raves and labours with a boyling liver ; 
Rends hair by handfyls , curſing C:pids quiver: 
Another with a bloody-flux of oaths 
Vows deep revenge : ohne dotes? the other loaths : + 
One frisks and fings , and vies a flaggon more 
To drench dry cares, and make the Welkin rore : 
Another droops: the Sun-ſhine makes him ſad ; 
Heav'n cannot pleaſe : One's mop'd ; the other's mad: 
One huggs his gold ; another lets it fly : 
He knowing not for whom; nor rother why. 
One ſpends his day in plots, his night in play ; 
Another ſleeps and ſlugs both night and day : 
One laughs at this thing ; rother cries for that ; 
Bur mr one nor t'other knows for what. 
Wonder of wonders ! Whar we ought i evite 
as = _ » We m_y our cn g 
"Tis a ſymptome of approaching danger , 
When ad Senſe —— a Stranger , 
And takes no knowledge of an old diſeaſe ; 
Bur when a noiſom grief begins to pleaſe "y 


$4 Emblems. Book |. 
The unreſiſting ſenſe , it is a fear 

That death has parl!'d , and compounded there : 
As when the dreadful Thund'rers awful hand 
Pours forth a vial on th' infe&ed land , 

Ar firſt th? affrighted Mortals quake and fear ; 

And every noiſe is thapght the Thupderer : 

But when the frequent ſoul-departing bell 

Has pay'd their ears with her familiar knel , 

Ir iy reputed, but-a pinedayes wondeft \ .. 

They neither fear the Thund'rer nor his Thunder : 
So when the world (a worſe diſeaſe) began. 

To ſmart for fin , poor new created Man 

Could ſeek for ſhelzer ,+and: his gen 'rons Son 
Knew by iis wages, what his hands had done : 
But bold-fac'd Morrals in our bluſhleſs times 

Can fing aud-ſmile and make a ſport of crimes , 
Tranſpreſs of cuſtom; ,.and rebel in caſe; 

We falſe-joy'd-fools can- triumph in diſeaſe , 

And ( as the careleſs Pilgrim, being bur 

By the Tarantula, begins a fir 

Of life-concluding laughter ) waſte our breath 

Ja laviſh plealure , gill we faugh to deaths 


Book L Emblemes. 33 
HU GO de anima. 


What profit is there in vain-glory , momentany mirdh , the 
worlds power, the fleſhes pleaſure, full riches, noble deſcent, and 
great deſires ? Where is their laughter ? where u their mirth ? 
Where their inſolence ? their arrogance ? From how much joyYo 
how much ſadneſs ! Aſter how much mirth , how much miſery / 
From bow great glory are they. fallen , to how great torments / 
What hath fallen to them , may befall thee , becauſe thou art a 
man : , Thou art of earth; thou liveſt of earth ; thou ſhalt re- 
turn to earth. Death expefieth thee every where : be wiſe 
therefore , and expedt death every wheres 


EPIG. 8. 
What ayls the'fool to laugh ? Does ſomething pleaſe 
His vain conceit ? Or 1s a meer diſeaſe ? 
Fool , giggle on , and waſte thy wanton breath : 
Thy morning laughter breeds an ey'ning death. 


IX. 


oa 
gr adum. 
26 | 
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| 08> 
1 JOHN 2. 17. 

The World paſſeth away and all the luſts thereof. 


I 


Raw near, brave Sparks, whoſe Spirits ſcorn to lighe 
Your hallow'd tapers, but at Honours flame ; 

You , whoſe heroick ations take delight , 

To varniſh over a new-painted name 3 * 
Whoſe high-bred thoughts diſdain to rake their flight , 

But on ci Icarian wings of babbling fame; 

Behold how torr'ring oO high-built ſtories . © ( ries. 
Of Earth, whereon you the ground work of your glo- 


2. 


And you more brain-fick Lovers , that can priſe 
A wanton ſmfle before erernal Joyes ; 
That Rnow no Heav'n , bur in your Miſtriſs Eyes ; 
That feel no pleaſure , bur what ſenſe enjoyes : 
Thar can like crown-diſtemper'd fools deſpiſe 
True riches , and like babies whine for toyes : 
Think ye the Pageants of your hopes are able 
To ftand ſecure on earth, when earth it felf's unſtable ? 


: 5 3 | 
Come dung-kill worldlings ; you that root like (wing , 
And caſt up golden trenches , where ye come : 
Whoſe only pleaſure is to undermine , 
And view the ſecrets of your Mothers womb : 
 Comebring your Saint pouch'd in his leather ſhrine , 
And ſummon all your griping Angels home 3 
. Behold your World, the bank of all your ſtore, 
The World ye ſo admire, the World ye fo adore. 


38 


+ 


A feeble world whoſe hot-mouth'd pleaſures tire 
«* Before the race ; before the ſtart, retrait ; 
A faithleſs world' , whoſe falſe delights expire 
Before the term of half their promis'd date: 
A fickle world , not worth the leaſt defire , 
. Where ev'ry chance prochkims a change of State 2 
A feeble, faithleſs , fickle world , wherein 
Each motion proves a vice : 'and ev'ry a& a fin. 


. $ 


The beauty , that of late was in her flower, 
Is now a ruin , not to raiſe a luſt : 
He tharwas latdly drench'd in Danaes ſhower , 
Is.maſter now of neicher good nor truſt ; 
Whoſe benaur late was mann'd with Princely power , 
His glory now lies buried in the duſt ; 
O who would truſt this world, or prize what's in it, 
Thar gives and takes,and chops and changes ev'ry minute * 


© % ry , 
6c. 
” 


Nor ag of days. nor folid ſtr of brain , 
Can find a place wherein to reſt fecure : 
The World is various, and the Earth is vain : 
There's nothing certain here , there's nothing (ure : 
We trudge , we travel, but from pain to pain , 
And what's our only griet's our only cure : 
The world's a torment z, he that-would endeavour 
To find the yay to.reſt muſt ſeek. the way $0 leave her. 


$.'GREG. 
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S. GREG. in ho, 


Behold the world z withered in it ſelf, yet flowiſheth in o:v 
hearts, every where death , every where grief , every where de- 
ſolation : On every fade we are ſmitten 5 on every fide filled with 
bitterneſs, and yet with the blind mind of carnal deſire we love 
her bitterneſs : It flieth, and we ſollow zt ;, it falleth , yet we 
ſlick to it : And becauſe we caunot enjoy it fallen, we fall wits 
it , and enjoy it, fallen. 


EPIG. 9. 


If Fortune fail , or envious Time but ſpurn , 

The world turns round , and with the world we turn : 
When Fortune ſees , and Lynx-ey'd Time is blind , 

Ute eruſt thy joys , © world vill then , the wind. m 
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X. 
JOHN 8. 44- 


T: ate of your Father the Devil, and the luſt 
* of your Father you will do. 


Ere's your tight ground: way 7 ore this black : 
"Tis a ſhort af : Yate . apbo jack ; 
Rub , rub'afi inch or two 3.two crowns to, one. 
0n this 6641s fide blot wid , * fry thrown 5 
The next bow!'s worſe that comes, comebowl away ; 
Mammon., You know the groviid untutor'd , play ; 
Your laſt was gone , a yard of ſtrength well ſpar'd, 
Had rouch'd the block , your hand is ſtill roo hard; 
Brave paſtime , Readers, to conſume that day , 
Which without paſtime flies roo ſwift away : 
See how they labour 3 as if day and night 
Were both too ſhott to ſerve their looſe delight : 
See how their curved bodies wreath , and skrue 
Such antick ſhapes as Proteus never knew : 
One rapps an oath , another deals a curſe 3 
He-nevef becrer bowl'd ; this never worſe: - -—- --+ 
One rubs his itchleſs elbow , ſhrugs and laughs, 
The rocher bends his beetle brows , and chafes : 
Sometimes they whoop , ſometimes their Stygian cries 
Send their black Santo's to the bluſhing skies : 
Thus mingling humours in a mad confuſion , 
They make bad premiſes , and worſe conclafion : 
Bpr wheres the that Fortunes hand allows 
*o , honourable brows ? | 
Come, Reader , come 3 Ile light thine Eye the way 
To view the prize, the while _ — play : 
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Cloſe by the jack, behold , gill Fortune ſtands 
To wave the game , ſee in her parrial hands 
The glorious garland's held in open ſhow , 
To chear the Lads, and crown the conq'rors brow, 
The world's the jack ; the ſters that comend , 
Are Cupi1 , Mammon : thar judicious Friend , 
Thar gives the ground , is Satan : and the bowls 
Are ſinful thoughts; the prize, a crown for Fools. 
Who breaths that bowls not ? au gre fy | 
Without a bluſh, he hath not bowl'd to day ? 
It is the trade of man, and every finner 
Has plaid his rubbers: Every Soul's a wianer. 
The vulgar Proverb's croſt , He hardly can 
Be a good Bowler and an honeſt man. 
Good God! turn thou ty Brazil anew 
New ſole my bowls , atid make blas true ; 
Tle ceafe ro garhe , till fairer ground be given , 
Nor with'wo win, until the mark be Heaven. 


Book L. Eomblenies. - 4 
S. BERNARD. lib. de Confid, * 


© you ſons of Adam, you covetous generation, what have ye 

to do with earthly riches, which are neither true, nor yours ? 

Gold and Silver art real Earth, red and white, which the 

only errour of man makes, or rather reputes, precious ; In 
» #f they be yours, carry them with you. 


S. HIERON. in Ep. | 
* 0 Luſt, thou infernal fire,whoſe ſewtl is gluttony, who't flame 
u pride; whoſe ſparkjes are wanton words; whoſe ſmoke is itt 
famy 3 whoſe aſhes are uncleanneſs 3 whoſe end 33 Hell, 


| EPIG. 3. 
Manmon well followed: Cupid bravely led ; 
Both T\ yn im thn mage 
No need carh meaſure where the conqueſt lies 5 | 
Take wy adyice; compound , —_ the prize ; 
| 2 
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X I, 
EPHES. 2. 2» 


Te walked actording to the courſe of this world, 
according to the Prince of the air. 


I, 


Whither will this mad brain World art laſt 
Be driv*n ? where will her reſtleſs wheels arrive ? 
Why hurries on her ill match'd 'pair fo faſt ? 
O whither means her furious groom to drive ? 
What will her rambling fits be never paſt ? 
For ever ranging ? never once retrive ? 
Will Earths perpetual progreſs ne'r expire ? 
Her Team continuing 1n their freſh carier. 
And yet they never reſt , and yet they never tires 


So/”s hot-mouth'd Stecds, whoſe noſtrils vomir flame, 
And brazen lungs belch forth quotidian fre”, 
Their twelve hours rask perform'd grow ſtiff and lame , 
And their immorrtal Spirirs faint and tire : 
Ar th* azure mountains foot their labours clatm 
The priviledge of reſt , where they retire 
To quench their byrning ferlocks, and go ſteep 
Their flaming noſtrils in rhe weſtern deep , 
And freſh their tired Souls with firength reſtoring ſleep. 


4+ 
But theſe prodigious hackneys , baſely got _ 
 1Twhxt men and Devils, made for race nor flight , 
Can drag the idle World , expecting not 
The bed of reſt , but travel with delight 3 


Who never weighing way nor weather , trot | 
| EDEN D ; Through 
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Through duſt and dirt, and droil both nlght and day ; 
Thus droil theſe fiends incarnate, whoſe free pains 


Are fed withdropfies and venereal blains. 
No need to ule the whip 3 but ſtrength to rule the rains. 


4 


Poor cavtive world !' How has thy lightneſs given 
& juſt occaſion to thy foes 1lluſion ? 
O how rt thou betray'd thus fairly driven 
In ſeeming ermmph to thy own confufion ? 
How is thy empty Univerſe bereaven 
Of all true joyes , by one falſe joyes deluſion? 
$0 I have ſeen an unblown virgin fed 
With ſugar'd words fo full , that ſhe is led 
A fair attended Bride to a falſe Bankrupts bed. 


$» 
Pull gracious Lprd ; Let not thine arm forſake 


The world impounded in her own devices : 
Think of that pleaſure thar thou once did'ſt rake 
Amongſt the Lilies and ſweet Beds of ſpices. 
Hale ſtrongly , thou whoſe hand has pow'r to ſlack 
The (ſwift foot fury of ten thouſand. vices : 
Let not thy duſt devouring Dragon boaſt , 
His crafr has won what Juda's Lion loſt ; 
Remember what is cary'd 3 recount the price it coſt, 


ISIDOR, 
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ISIDOR, ib. 1. De ſummo bono. 


By how much the nearer Satan perceiveth the world to an 
end, by ſo much the more fiercely be troubleth it with perſecution ; 
that knowing himſelf is to be damned, he may get company in 


his damnation. 
CYPRIAN, in Ep. 


Broad and fpations is the road to inſernal life * there are 

enticements and Death-bringing pleaſures. There the Devil 

= fattereth that he may deceive ; ſmileth that he may endamage ; 
allueth that be may defiroys 


E PIG. IT. 


Nay ſoft and fair, good world; poſt not too faſt ; 
I end requires not half this haſt. 
| thar arm thou ſo diſdain'ſt, reprieves thee, 
Alas thou needs muſt go ; the Dewil drives thee, 
| D 4 XI 
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ISAIAH 66. 11. 


Ye may ſuck,, but not be ſatisfied with-uhe 
breaſt of her conſolation, EE 
| I. 11 <odfg8 
Har never fill'd ? Be thy Jips skrew/d (© faſt (thee; 
To th'*earth's full breafi?for hamefor ſhame unſeize 
Thou rak'ſt a ſurfet where thou ſhould'ſt but taſt, 
And mak'ſt roo much not half enough to pleaſe thee. 
Ah, fool, forbear ; thou ſwallowſt at one breath © | 
Both food and: poiſon down 3 thou draw'ſt both milk and 
v7 | 


The ub'rous breaſts , when fairly drawn, repaſt - 
The thriving infant with her Milky floud ,- - 
But being overſtrain'd , return at laſt 
Unwholſom gulps compos'd of wind and bloud. 
A mod'rate uſe does both repaſt and pleaſe; _ 
Who ſtrairis beyond a mean draws in-and gulps difeaſe. 
,e Se :!, | 
But, O that mean, whoſe good the leaſt abuſe 
Makes bad', 15 too too hard tg be dire&ed 3 
Can.thorns'bring grapes , or Crabs a pleaſing juice ? 
There's nothing wholſom, where the whole's infedted. 
Unſeiſe thy lips : Earth's Milk's a rip'ned core 
Thatdraps from her diſeaſe , that marters from her ſore. 


4+ 
Think'ſt ghoy that paunch , that burlyes out thy coat , 
Is thriving fat.3- or fleſh , that ſeems fo brawny ? 
Thy paunch 1s dropfied and thy cheeks are bloat 3 
Thy lips are white , and thy complexion tawny 3 


Thy 


Thy skin's a bladder blown with watry tumors ; 
Thy fleſh a trembling bog, a quagmire full of humours, 


$o 


And thon whoſe thriveleſs hands, are ever ſtraining 
* Karths fluent breaſts into an empry ficve, + 
That always haſt , yet always art complaining ,. 
And whin'ſt far more than Earth has power to give ; s 
Whoſe treaſure flows and flees away as faſt ; (3 
Thar ever haft, and haſt, yer haft not what thou haſt ; ; 


6, 


Go chooſe a ſubſtance , Fool , that will remain 
Within the limits of thy leaking meaſure : 
Or elſe go ſeck anurn thar will retain 
The liquid body of thy ſlipp'ry treaſure : 
Alas, how paorly are thy labours crown'd ? 
Thy liquor's never ſweet , nor yet thy veſlel ſound. 


 %. 


' Whatleſs, than Fool , is man, to prog and plat, 
And laviſh =_ the cream of all his care , 
o gain poor ſceming goods, which being got 
Make firm. poſſeſſion but a. os 
Or , if they ſtay, furrow thoughts the deaper: 
And being kept with care, loſe their carcful keeper. 


& $.GR EG. 


= greut art; left by the ſatiety 


Book 1. Emblemes. [F 


S. GRE G. Hom. 3, ſecund. parte Ezech. 


If we eive wore to the fleſh than we ought , we nouriſh as 
enemy ; #| we give not to ber neceſſity what we ought , we d6 
ſtro) a Citizen : the fleſh is to be ſatisfied ſo ſar as ſuffices to 
our good , whoſoer'er alloweth ſo much to ber as to mabe her 
proud , bnow'th not how to be ſatisfied : to be ſatisfied is 4 

' the fleſh we briak forth into 
the inzquity of her folly. 
HUGO de anima. 


' The heart is a ſmall thing , but deſereth great matters, 1t 
u not ſufficient for a Kjtes dinner, yet the whole world is not 


| ſufficient jor te 


EPIG I 2s 


What makes thee, Fool, ſo fat? Fool, thee ſo bare ? 
Ye ſuck the ſelf ſame milk, the ſelf-ſame air: 
No mean berwixt all paunch, and skin, and bone ? 
The mcan's a yirtye, and the world has none, = 


XII 


| 
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Les © fi EEE 
"JOHN 3. 19. | 


Men love datkneſo cath than gh, beeatſe - 
their deeds. -are Evit. © 


Ord , when we leave the dy and.come to ". , 
, Howdull, bow flug are. we!: - {1414 10 
How backward ! hay: ooryiclicroms tithe motion 
- Of cur _ungain  devation 
Our thobghtt are Wilſtones,, and our: pls are lea” 


And. qur defires, are. degd;: - At wor 
Our yows are alt prom, [og vaid.; F; > aka ro 
Or broken or not made: Y 


Our better work ( if any good )) atrends 
pon our private ends : 
In whoſe performance one poot worldly ſcoff 
Folls us or beats us off; 
If thy ſharp ſcourge find out ſome (ecret fault, 
we grumble or revolc. 
And if thy gentle hand forbear , we ſtray, 
Or idly loſe the way. 
Is the road fair ? we loyter : clogg'd with mire ? 
We ſtick or elſe retire; 
A lamb appears a Lion z and we fear , 
Each buſh we ſee's a bear. * . 
When our dull Souls dire& our thoughts to thee , 
The foft-pac'd ſnail is not fo ſlow as we : 
But at Earth we —_ wing'd _— 
e burn, we burn like fire. 
the 2 at ous needle joyes to bend 
To her mogneatck friend : 
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Or as the greedy Lovers Eye-balls fly 
Ar his fair Miſtriſs Eye : 
So, ſo we cling to Earth ; we fly and puff, 
Yer flie not faſt — nk 
If pleaſure becken with her balmy hand , 
Her beck's a command : 
If honour call us with a y breath , 
An hour's delay is Dearh-: 


If profits golden finger'd charms enveigles, 
we cip more Fit than Eagles : 

Let Auſter weep luſt'ring Borcas rore - 

Ler Neprune Ti Eyvor ng 6 fide 
D) ides 

| Burſt into br aro : 

Nor Rocks, wor Winds, nor Waves, nor Fire , 
curb our fierce defire ; 


Nor Fire, nor Rocks , can ftop our furious minds , 
Nor Wares , nor Winds : 

How faft and fearleſs do our foot-ſteps flee ; 

The light-foor Roc-buck's nor ſo ſrift , as we- 


_— \. AUG. Oi. th : 


8. AUG, 


M7, be 


Book T. Emblemes. _« %$ 
S. AUGUST. ſup. Pfal. 64- 

Two ſrueral lovers built two ſeveral Cities 3 the love of God 

buildith a Jeruſalem 3 the love of the world buildeth a Baby» 


lon : Let every one enquire of himſelf what be lovtth , and be 
ſhall reſolve himſelf of whence he is a Citizen. 


S. AUGUST. lib. 3. Confeſl. . 


All things are driven by their own weight, and tend to their 
own center 3 my weight is my love; by that 1 am driven whis 
ther ſoruer 1 am driven. | 


Ibidem. 


Lord, be levtth thee Liſs , that loveth any thing with thee 5 
which be loveth not ſor thees | 


E PIG. 13. 


Lord , ſcourge my Afs if ſhe ſhould make no haſt , 
J And curb my Stag , if he ſhould fly too faſt. 
*_ If he be over ſwift, or ſhe prove 1dle, | 
Let Love- lend him & ſpur 3 Fear, her a bridle, 
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Book I.  Emblenies: 


XIV. 
PSALM 13. 3. 


Lighter maine Eyes F O Lord. I the 
ſleep of death: TOO. 


© A )Il'tne'r be morning? will that 1d U he 
WW Ne'r break, and clear thoſe Jouds of Night? 
Sweet Pho#Þher, bring the Day , 
whoſe conqu'ring ra 


May chaſe theſe fogs ; ſweet PhofPher, bring the Day. 


How hag? how long ſhall theſe benſghted Eyes 
Langutſh in ſhades , like feeble flies , 
_ Expedting Spririg ? How long ſhall darkneſs ſoy! 
The face of Earth , and thus beguile F 
Our Souls of ſprightful aRion ? when, when wilt day 
| Begin to dawn; whoſe tiew born ray 
' May gild the weather-cocks of our devotion , 
And give our unſoul'd Souls new motion ? 
Sweet Phoſpber, bring the day , 
Thy Light will fray | 
Theſe horrid miſts? Sweer Phoſpher, bring the day- 


Ler thoſe have Night that ſlightly love timmure 

' Their cloyſter'd crimes, and fin ſecure 3 

Let thoſe have Night that bluſh to ler men know 

* The baſeneſs they ne'r bluſh to do: 

Let thoſe have Night, that love to have 4 nap 

- And loll in Tpnorances lap: 

Let thoſe whoſe Eyes, like Owls, abhor the Light, 


| Let thoſe haye Night that love the Night : VE 
+ E Sweet \ 


38 Emblems. Book 
Sweet Phofpher bring the day 3 


How ſad delay ; 
Affiias dul hopes ? Sweer Phoſh:r , bring the day. 


Alas ! my Light in vain expeding Eyes 
Can find = obje& but whar riſe y 
From this poor mortal blaze , a dying ſpark 
Of Yulcar's forge , whoſe flames arc Dark , 
*'A dangerows , 2 dull blue burning Light, 
As Melancholy as the Night : 
Here's all the Suns that gliſter in the Sphere 
Of Earth : Ah me! what comfort's here ? 
_ Sweet Phoipber bring the day 3 
Haſte , fate —_ 9 


Heay*ns loyt'ring lamp ; ſweet Phoſþber, bring the day. 


Blow , ignorance: O thou, whoſe idle knee 
Rocks Earthinto a Lerhargy , 
And with thy ſooty fingers haſt bedighc 
The Worlds fair cheeks, blow , blow thy fptght ; 


Since thou haſt putt our ag Taper ; do 


Puff on, and out the leſlcr roo : 
If &re that breath-exiled flame return , 
Thou haſt not blown, as it will burn : 
Sweet Phaſþber bring the day 
Light wull repay 
The wrongs of Night: Sweet Phaiber, bring the day. 


S. AUGUST. 


& [Book L Emblemtes. 59 
S. AUGUST. in Joh. Ser. 19, 


God us all to thee: If thou be bungry, be is bread x, if 


thirſty , bu #s Water 3 If in Darkneſs, be is Light ;, If naked , 
he #s a robe of immortality. 


ALANUS de cong. nt. 


God 1s 4 Light that 4s never Darkned; An unwearied lif, 
that cannot die ;, a Fountain 'al ways flowing ; a garden of iſe, 
a ſeminary of Wiſdom aradical beginning of all goodneſs. 


EPIG. 14 


My Soul , if Ignorance puff out this light , 

'She'l do a favour that intends a ſpight : 

'T ſeems dark abroad 3 but rake this Light away , 

Thy windows will diſcover _"_ a days IY 
2 4 


Emblems. 


$ 


Oebifſan files: Terras Aftrera Te Fi as 


«7 


Z ” 


/ 


Book 'l. Emblemes, 
" 10117" EP, 


REV. 12. 12. 


The Devil is come unto you , FI: 4 area 
wrath, becauſe he knoweth that he hath but 


a ſhort time, 
I, 


Ord! can'ſt thou ſee and (uffer ? is thy hand 
Still bound to th* peace 2 Shall earths black Monarch 
A full poſſeſſion of thy waſted land ? . 
O, will thy ſlumb'ring vengeance never wake , 
Till full-ag'd law-refifting Cuſtom ſhake , 

The pillars of thy right by falſe command ? hs 
Unlock thy clouds, great Thund'rer, and come down 
Behold whoſe Temples wear thy ſacred Crown ; 

Redreſs, 1edre(s our wrongs 3 revenge; revenge thy own, 


2. 


See how the bold Uſurper mounts the ſeat 
Of Royal Majeſty ; How overſirawing. 
Perils with Pleaſure , pointing ev'ry threat + 
With bugbear death, by-torments over-awing 
Thy frighted ſubjeRs 3 or by favours drawing 
Their rempred hearts to his unjuſt retreat: ' +, _. 
Lord can'ſt thou be ſo mild , and he fo bold ? 
Or can thy flocks be thriving , when the fold 
Is goyern'd by a Fox ? Lord, can'ſt thou ſee and hold? 


3» 


Thar ſwift. wing'd Advocate , that did commence 


Our welcome ſuits before the King of Kings , 
EK 3 That 


62 Emblemes. Book 1. 


That ſweet Embaſſadour , that hurries hence 
What ayres th' harmonious Sonl or ſighs or ſings , 
See how ſhe flutters with her idle wings ; 

Her wings are clipt, and Eyes put out by ſenſe; 
Senſe conqu'ring Faith is now gfown Þlind and cold, 
And baſely craven'd , that in times of old 

Did conquer Heay'n jt ſelf,do what th' Almighty could, 


4+ 


Behold how double fraud does ſcourge and rear 
Aſtrea's wounded fides, plough'd up, and rene 
With knotred cords , whoſe fury has no ear ; 
See how ſhe ſtands a pris'ner to be ſent 
A flave into eternal baniſhment , 
T know not whither , O , I know not where : 
Her Patent muſt be cancell'd in difgrace: 
And ſweert-lipe Fraud , with her divided face, 
Muſt a& 4/irza's part , muſt rake 4ſtreg's place. 


LL 


Faith's pinion's dlipt! And fair 4ſtrea gone ? 
Quick-ſceing Fazth now blind-? And 7uſtice ſes ? 

Has 7aſtice now found wings: and has Faith none ? 
What do we here? who would nor wiſh to be 
Diſlolv'd frem Eatth , and with 4ſtrea flee 

From this blind dvngeon to that Sun bright Throne ? 
Lord , 1s thy Sceprer loſt , or laid afide ? 
Ts Hell broke looſe and all her fiends unticd ? 

Lord , riſe, and rouze, and rule, and cruſh — 

| pride. 


Book |. Emblemes. - 6g 
PETR. RAY. in Math. | 


The Devil is the author of Evil, the Fountain of wickedneſs , 
the adverſary of the truth,the corrupter of the World, mans perpetual 
Enemy; be planteth ſnares, diggeth ditches, ſpurreth Bodies, be 


goadeth ſouls,he ſuggeſteth thoughts,belcheth anger,expoſeth virtues 
to hatred, maketb vices beloved, ſowtth errors, nouriſheth con- 


tention, diſturbuth peace, and ſcattereth affeftion. 
MACAR 
It us ſuffer with thoſe that ſuffer : and be erucified with 
thoſe that are crucified , that we may be glorified with thoſe that 
are glorified, 
SAVANAR 


If there be no Enemy , no fight ; if no fight, no viftory ; #f 
no vicory y 0 Crowns 


EPIG. 15. 


My Soul , fit thou a _ looker on 
Judge not the play before the play is done : 
Her For has many changes : Every day 


pcaks a new Scene 3 the laſt a _ the Play. - 
, * 4 


\ 


Ha famine fanen ade mptum.. 


64 


(65) 
THE 


SECOND BOOK. 


I. 
ISAIAH 5o. 11, 


Tou that walk in the Light of your own 4 5 
and in the ſparks that ye have kindled, ye 
ſhall lie down in ſorrow. 

AL IRE" 
O, filly Cupid, ſnuff and trim 
Thy falſe, thy feeble Light , 
And make her ſelf-conſyming flames mo re bright ; 
Merhinks ſhe burns roo dim. is 
Is this that ſprightly fire , 
Whoſe more than ſacred beams inſpire 
The raviſhr hearts of men , and ſo inflame defire ? 


2. 
See, Boy , how thy unthrifty blaze 
Conſumes, how faſt ſhe wains 3 
She ſpends'her ſelf, arid her ; whoſe wealth maintains. ... .. 
Her weak , her idle* rayes. 
Cannot thy luſtful blaſt , 
Which gave it luſtre', make ir laſt ? (faſt? 
What heart can long be pleas'd , where pleaſure ſpends fo 


3 
Go , Wanton, place thy pale-fac'd Light 
' Where never breaking Day | 
Intends to vifit mortals, or diſplay 
Thy ullen ſhades of Night : 
Thy torch will burn more clear 
In nights un-Titan'd Hemiſphere 3 
Heay'ns ſcornful flames and thine can never co-appear. 
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4- 


Irr vain thy buſie hands addref 
Their Labour ro diſplay 
Thy ceafie blaze within the Verge of day ; 
The greater drowns the les : 
If Heav'ns brighe-glory ſhine , 
Thy. glaring ſparks muſt needs reſign ; | 
Puff our heay*ns glory then, or heav'n will work out thine. 


L 


Go, Cvpid's rammiſh Pander, go, 
Whoſe dull, whoſe Jow deſire | 
Can find ſufficient warmth from Natures fire, 
Spend borrow'd breath, and blow , 
Blow wind made ſtrong with ſpight ; 
When thou haſt puft the greater Lighr, 
Thy leſſer ſpark may ſhine, atid warm the new-made Night, 


6.” 


Deluded mortals , tell me. when 
Your daring breath hay blown 

Heay'ns Taper out, and you have ſpent yeur own , 

_ fire ſhall warm ye Leing 

Ah Fools , perpetual Night | 
* Sal) haunt your Souls with Stygian fright, . 
Where they ſhall hoy} in flames, bur flames ſhall Fark: ” 

| ight, 


S. AUG. 


[l, 


Book Il. Emblemes, & 
S. AUGUST. 
The ſufficiency of my merit is ta lmow , that my merit 3s uot 
ffficient. 
S. GR EG. Mor. 25. 


By bow much the leſs man (eeth himſelf , by ſo much the leſs 
be difpleaſeth himſelf ; and by how much th: more be ſeeth the 
Light of Grace , by ſo much the more he diſdaineth the Light of 
Natures 

S. GR E G. Mor. 


The Light of the underſtan1ing , humility kindleth , and 
pride covereth. — 


EPIG. I. 


/ Thou blow'ſt Heav'ns fire, the whilſt thou go'ſt about, 


Rebellious fool , in vain to blow ir out : 
Thy folly adds confufion to thy Dearh ; 
Heay'ns fire confounds, when fann'd with Fullies brearh. 


Emblemes.” Book [L, 


Il 


| (Dow totum. expleat te 


s 
# 


Book It. | Emblemer. | 6 a 


[1. 
ECCLES. 4. 8 


There is no end of all his laboxr, veit her is his 
Eye ſatisfied with riches. 


How our wid'ned arms can over-ftrerch | 
Their own dimenſions ! Row our hands can re 
Beyond their diſtance ! How onr yielding breaſt 
Can ſhrink to be more full , and full poſſeſt 
Of this inſeriour Orb ! How Earth refin'd 


; Cancling to ſordid Earth! How kind to kind ! 


We gape , we graſp, we gripe', and ſtore ro fore 
Enough requires too much : roo much Caves more , _ 
We charge our Souls ſo ſore beyond rhetr ſtint , | 
That we recoil or burſt : the bufic Minr 

Of our laborious rhoughts 15 ever going , 

And coyning new defires ; deſires got knowing 
Where next to pitch, but like the boundleſs Ocean | 
Gain, and gain ground, and grow more ſtrong by motion, 
The pale-fac'd Lady of the black ey'd Night 

Firſt rips her horned brows with eahie Light , 

Whoſe curious train of ſpanigled Nymphs artire 

Her next nights glory with increaſing fire 5 

Each Ev'ning adds more luſtre , and adorns 

The growing beauty of her graſping horns : 

She ſucks and draws her Brothers golden ſhore , 

Until her glutted orb can ſuck no more , 

Ev'n to the Vulture of infatiate minds 

Snll wants , and wanting ſeeks , and ſeeking finds 
New fewel to increaſe her rav'nous fire , 

The grave is ſooner cloy'd than mens deſire : 

We croſs the Seas , and midſt her waves we burn, ; 
Tranſporting lives , perchance that n'er return ; 


We 
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We ſack , we ranſack to the urmoſt ſands 

Of native Kingdoms , and of foreign Lands 

We Travel Sea and Soil , we pry, we proul, 

We progreſs, and we prog from pole ro pole ; 

We ſpend our mid-day ſwear,. our midnight oyl, 

We tire the Night ir chonghr , the day 10 toll : 

We make Art ſervile, _ the Trade gentile , 
Yerboth corrupted with ingenious 

1% com ak Fart, and oi ber wo ore 

To fill our Arms and graſp bne handful more ; 

Thus ſeeking reſt , our Labours never ceaſe , 

Bur as our years, our hor defires increaſe : 

Thws-we ,- poor little Worlds! with bloud and (wear 

In vain attempt tO comprehend the great; 

Thus, in our gain , become we gainful loſers , 

And what's enclos' d, encloſes the encloſers. 

Now Reader cloſe thy Book , and then adviſe ; 

Be wiſely worldly , be nor worldly wiſe ; 

Let not thy noble thoughts be always raking 

The Worll's baſe dunghil ; vermin's rook by taking : 

Take heed thou truſt not the deceirfal lap 

Of wanton Dalilah ;' The World's a Trap. 


Book. IL. 


HUGO 


ht 
- 


Ffore Ile rruſt thy armful, Tle truſt thas. 


Book Il. Emblenes. 71 
HUGO de anima. 


Tell me where be thoſe now, that ſo lately loved and buge'd 
the World ? Nothing remaineth of them but Duſt and Worms 3 
Obſerve what thoſe men were ; what thoſe men are : They were 
like thee; they did Eat, Drink, Laugh, and led merry 
daits: and in a moment ſlipt into Hell. Here their fleſh is food 
for worms 3 there their Souls are fewel for fire, till they ſhall be 
r-joyned in an unhappy ſeliowſbip, and caſt into eternal tor- 
ments ; where they that were once companions in ſin , ſhall be 


* brreaftsr partners in puniſhment. 


EPIG. 4. 


Gripe, Cupid , and gripe ſtill, until that wind , 
That's pen before , tind ſecret vent behind : 
And when th'aſt done, hark here, I tell thee what , 


IIL 


. 


Non, amat Liſte F : 
; ſe hzmat amor 


73 


1 


JOB 18. 8. 


He is caſt into a net by his own feet ; and 
walketh upon a ſnare. 


Is 


WW nets and quiver too ? what need there all 
Theſe ſlie devices to betray poor men ? 
Die they not faſt h when fall 
Before thy dart ? what need theſe chen ? 
Attend they not , and anſwer to thy call , 
Like nightly convoys where thou liſt and when ? 
What needs a ſtratagem ny” 
Or what need ſtrength compel, where none gainſay ? 
Or what need ſtratagem or ſtrengrh, where hearts obey ? 


Hushand thy lights : it is but vain to waſte 
Hony on thoſe that will be carch'd wit gall : 
Thou canſt not , ah ! thou canſt not bid fo aft 
As meti obey : thou art more ſlow to call, 
Than ro come : thou canft not make ſuch haſt 
To ſtrike , as they being truck, make haſte to fall : 
Go ſave thy nets for that rebellious heart 
Thar ſcorns thy pow'r , and has obtain'd the art 
T ayaid thy flying ſhaft, to quench thy fry dart. 


4 


Loft mortal , how is thy deftru&ion ſure , 
Berween two baywds, and both withous remorſe ! 
F 
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The one's a Line, the t'other is a Lure; 
This to entice thy Soul z thax ro enforce: 
Way-laid by both , how canſt thou ſtand ſecure ? 
That draws ; this wooes thee to th'eternal curſe. 
O charming Tyrant , how haſt thou befool'd 
And flav'd poor man , that would not if he could 
Avoid thy line , thy lure ; nay could not 1f he would! 


4 


Alas , thy ſweet perfidious voice betrayes 
His wanton ears with thy Syrenian baits 3 
Thou wrapſt his Eyes in miſts , then boldly layes 
Thy Lethal gins before their cryſtal gates 3 
Thou lock'ſt up cv'ry ſenſe wh thy falle keyes, 
All willing pris'ners to thy cloſe deceits : 
His Ear moſt nimble, where it Deaf ſhould be , 
His Eye moſt Blind , where moſt it ought to ſee , 
And when his Heart's moſt bound , then thinks himlel 
{ moſt free, 
go 


Thou grand Impoſtor , how haſt thou obtain'd 
The wardſhip of the World ? Are all men turn'd 
Idiots and Lunarticks,? Are all retain'd 
Beneath thy ſervile bands ? Is none retyrn'd 
To his forgotten ſelf? Has none regain'd 
His ſenſes? Are their ſenſes all adjourn'd ? 
What none diſmiſt thy Court ? will no plump fee 
Bribe thy falſe fiſts ro make a glad decree , 
T* unfool whom thou haſt fool'd,and (er thy pris'ners free ? 


nel 
ree, 


q 


Book II. Emblemes. 75 


S. BERN. inSer. 


In this World is much treachery , little truth 3 here all things 
gre traps : here every thing # beſet with ſnares; here Souls 
are endangered , Bodies are afflified ; here all things are 34s 
nity and vexation of Spirits ; 


EPIG. 3. 


Nay, Cupid , pitch thy trammel, where thou pleaſe , 

Thou canft not fail to take ſuch fiſh as theſe 3 

Thy thriving ſport will ne'r be ſpent: no need 

Ts fear, when ev'ry cork's a World , thou'k ſpeed. 
| F 2 
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I V, 
HOSEA 13. 3. 
They ſhall be as the chaff that is driven with 
e 


4 whirlwind out - of the floor , and as the 
ſmoke ont of the'chimmey. 


Lint-hearted Storcks, you , whoſe marble Eyes 
Contemn a wrinkle , and whoſe Souls deſpiſe 
To follow natures too affeRed faſhion , 
Or travel jn the Regent walk of paſſion ; 
Whoſe rigid hearts diſdain to ſhrink at fears , 
Or play at faſt and looſe with ſmiles and tears ; 
Come burſt your ſpleens with laughter to.beho!d 
A new found vanity , which daics of old 
Ne'r knew : -a vanity , that has heſer 
The World-, and made more ſlaves than Mahbomet : 
That has condemn'd us to the ſervile yoke 
Of ſlavery , and made us ſlaves to ſmoke, 
Bur ſtay : why tax I thus our modern times , 
For new-born follies , and for new-born crimes ? 
Are we ſole guilty , and the firſt age free ? 
No, they were {mok'd and ſlav'd as well as we. 
What's ſweet-lipt Honors blaſt, but ſmoke ? whar's treaſure 
Bux very ſmoke ? And what more ſmoke than pleaſure? 
Alas! they're all but ſhadows , fumes, and blaſts; 
That vaniſhes, this fades , rhe other waſtes. 
The reſtleſs Merchant , he that loves to ſteep 
His brajns in wealth , and laves his Soul to fleep 
In bags of Bullion, ſees th' immortal crown , 
And fain woyld mount, but Ingotrs keep him down : 
He brags to 7 4 , perchance , and begs to morrow: 
He lent but now , wants @edit now to borrow 
F 3 : Blow 


Blow winds, the treaſure's gone,the merchant's broke ; 
A ſlave to filver's but a ſlave to ſmoke. 

Behold the Glory-vying child of fame , 

That from deep wounds ſuck ſuch an honour'd name, 
"That thinks no purchaſe worth the ſtile of good , 
But what is (old for ſweat , and ſeal'd with Blood ; 
That for a point, a blaſt of empry breath , 
Undaunted gazes in the face of Death ; 

Whoſe dear bought bubble , fil” d with vain renown , 
Breaks with a phillop, or a Gen'rals frown : 

His ſtroke-got Honour ſtaggers with a ſtroke; 

A ſlave to honour is a ſlave to ſmoke. 

And that fond fool , which waſtes his idle dayes 

In looſe delights , and ſports about the blaze 

Of Cupid's Candle z he that daily ſpies 

Twin babies in his Miſtriſs Geminzes , 

Whereto his ſad devotion does impart 

The ſweet burnt-offering of a bleeding heart : 

See, how his wings are fkndg'd in Cyprian fire , 
Whoſe flames conſume with yourh , in age expire : 
The World's a bubble , all the pleaſures in it , 

Like morning vapours vaniſh in a minute ; 

The vapours vamfh, 2nd the bubble's broke; 

A ſhave to pleaſnre 1s a ſlave ro ſmoke. 

Now, Stoick , ceaſe thy laughter , and repaft 

Thy pickled checks with tears , and weep as faſt, 


S. HIER ON, 
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S. HIER ON. 


That rich man is great, who thinketh not himſelf great,becauſe 
he is rich : the proud man (who is the poor man) bragetth out- 
wardly, but beggeth zuwardly ; He is blown up,but not full. 


PETR RAY. 


Vexation and anguiſh accompany riches and honour : the 
pomp of the world, and the favour of the People ave but ſmoke : 
and a blaſt ſuddenly vaniſhing : which if they commonly pleaſe, 
commonly bring repentance , and for a minute of joy, they bring 
en age of ſorrows 


EPIG. 4 


x, & Cid, thy dier's ſtrange: It dulls, It rowZes , 
It cools, it heats, it binds, andrthen it looſes: 
Dull-ſprightly-cold-hot fool , if ev'r it winds thee 
Into a looſenefs once , take _ z it binds thee, Y 
o . 
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V. 


PROV. 23, 5. 


Book II, 


Wil thou ſet thine eyes upon that which is 
not £ for riches make themſelves wings , 


they flie away as an Eagle. 


I, 


Aﬀe World , thou ly'ſt : thou canſt not lend 
The leaſt delight : #h 
Thy favours cannot gain a Friend , 
They are (o ſlight: 
Thy morning pleaſures make an end 
To pleaſe at Night : 
Poor are the wants that thou fupply'ſt : 
And yet theu vaunr'ſt , and yet thou vy'ſt (ly. 
With Heaven; fond Earth thou boaſts 3 falſe World thou 


2, 


Thy babling rongue tels golden tales 
Of endleſs treaſure 3 
Thy bounty offers eafie ſales 
Of laſting pleaſure ; 
Thou ask*'ſt the Conſcience what ſhe ails , 
And ſwear'ſt to eaſe her : 
There's none can want where thou ſupply'ft : 
There's none can give where thou deny'ſt. 
Alas , fond world thou boaſts; falſe world thou ly'ſt. 


I, 


What yell adviſed car regards 
What- Earth can ſay ? 

Thy words are gold , bur thy rewards 

Are painted clay: 


+) Ellie. Book 1: 


Thy cunning can but pack the cards - 
ou canſt not play : 
Thy garze at weakeſt ſtil] rhou _ ; 
If ſeen , and then revy'd, deny'ſt £ 
Thou art not what thou ſeem'ſt ; falſe World, thou ly'Rt, 


4+ 


Thy nal boſome ſeems a mint , 
: Of new-coin'd treaſure ; 
A Paradiſe , that has no ſtint , 
No change, no meaſure ; 
A painted cask , but nothing in't , 
Nor wealth , nor pleafure : 
Vain Earth ! that falfly thus comply'ſt 
With man : Vain man ! thar thou rely'ſt 
On Earth : Vain manthou doat'ſt ; Vain Earth thou ly'ft. 


$+ 


What mean dull Souls , in this high meaſure 
| To habberdaſh 
In Earths baſe wares , whoſe preateſt treaſure 
Ts droſs and traſh ? 
The height of whoſe inchanting pleaſure 
Is but a flaſh? | 
Are theſe the goods that thou ſupply'ſt 
Us mortals with ? Are theſe the high'ſt ? 
Can theſe bring cordial peace ? falſe World thou ly'ſt, 
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PET. BLES, 

The World is deceitful ; Her end is doubtful 3 Hey concluſion 
is horrible ; ber Judge 3s terrible; and her puniſhment is in- 
tolerable. 

S AUGUST. lib. Confeſl. 
The Vain glory of this world is a deceitſul ſweetneſs, a 


ſruitleſs labour , a perpetual fear, a dangerous honour : Her 
beginning 3s without providence , and her end not without 16+ 


pentance. 


EPIG. 6 


World , tart a Traytor ; thou haſt ſtatpt thy baſe 
And chymick meral wich great Ceſa1's face , 
And with thy baſtard bullion thou haſt barter'd 


For wares of price 3 how-juſtly drawn and quarter'd ! 
| VI- 
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VL 
JOB ns. 31 


Let not him that is deceized, truſt int venity, 
for vanity ſhall be hi# recompence. 


Eheve her not , her glak diffuſes _ 
Falſe | mpg : thou caalt eſpte 
No true refleQion : She abuſes _ 
Her miſ-inform'd beholders Eye 5 | 
Her Cryſtal's falſly fteel'd: it ſcatters 
Deccitful beams : Believe her nor, ſhe flatrers, 


2o 
This flaring mirrour repreſents 


No right proportion , hue or feature 2 
Her very looks are complements 3 - 
They wake thee fairer , goodlier. ,. greater : 
Skilful glaGs of her refleRion _ _ 
But paints the Context of thy courſe complexion. 


3 
Were thy dimenſion bur a ſtride , 
Nay wert thou ſtatur'd but a ſpan , 
Such as the long-bill's troops deft'd , 
A very fragment of a man ? 
| She'l make thee  Mimas , which ye will , 
The 7ove-ſlain Tyrant , or th' 1onick hill. 


2» 


Had ſurfers , or th* ungracious Star 
Conſpir'd ro make one common place 
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Of all deformities that are 
Within the volume of thy face , 
She'd kend thee fayour ſhould out-move 
The Troy-bane Hellen , or the Queen of Love, 


p o $* 
Were thy conſum'd eſtate as poor 
AS Lix'rus or afflicted [7ob's : 
Shee'l change thy wants te ſeeming ſtore , 
And turn thy rags.to purpte robes ; 
Shee'l make thy hide-bound-flank appear 
As plump as theirs that feaſt it all the year. 


6. 


Look off , let not thy Opricks be 
Abus'd : - thou ſeeft not what thon ſhould'Rt 4 
Thy ſeif's the obje& thou ſhovld'ſt ſee, 
Bur *ris thy ſhadow thou behold'ſt : 
And ſhadows thrive the more in ſtature , 
The nearer we approach the Light of narure. 


Ts | 
Where Heay'ns bright beams look more direQ, 
The ſhadow ſhrinks as they grow ſtronger : h 
But when they glance their fair afpe& , . 
The bold-fac'd ſhade grows larger, longer : 
And when their amp begins ro fall , 
Th' increaſmg ſhadows lengthen moſt of all. 


8, 


The Soul that ſeeks rhe noon of grace , 
Shrinks in, but ſwells if grace retreat ; 
As Heav'n lifts up , or veik his face , 
Our ſelf efteems grow leſs or great , 
The leaſt is greateft , and who ſhall 
Appear the greateſt are the leaſt of all. 


G0 
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HUGO lib. de anima. 


In Vain he lifteth up the Eye of his heart to behold bis God , 
who is not firft rightly adviſed to behold himſelf : Pirſt , thos 
muſt ſee the viſuble things of thy ſelf , before thou canſt be pre- 
pared to know the invi{ible things of God ;, for if thou cauſt yot 
apprehend the things within thee , thou canſt not comprehend 
the things above thee : the beſt looking-glaſs, wherein to ſee 
thy God , #s perfe(tly to ſee thy ſelf. | 


EPIG. 6. 


Be not deceiy'd great Fool : there is no loſs 

In being ſmall : great bulks bur ſwell with drofs. 

Man is heay'ns Maſter-piece : Tf it appear 

More great, the value's leſs ; if le6 , more dean wes 
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VIL 


DEUTERONOMY 20. 19. 


I bave ſet before thee Life and Death, Bleſſing 
and curſing , therefore chooſe Life , that 
thou and thy ſeed may Live. 


k, 


He World's a Floor , whoſe ſwelling heaps retairt 
The mingled wages of the Ploughmans toy! ; 
The World's a heap , whoſe yet unwinnowed gtain 
Is lodg'd with chaff and buried in her ſoyl; 
All things are mixt, the uſeful with the vain 3 
The good with bad , the noble with the vile ; 
The world's an Ark, wherein things pure and groſs 
 Prefent their lof-ful gain , and gainful loſs, 
Where ev'ry dram of gold contains a pound of drofs. 


2. 


This furniſh'd Ark'preſents the greedy view 
With all that Earth can give , or Heav'n can add; 
Here laſting joyes 3 here pleaſures hourly new , 
And hourly fading , may be wiſh'd and had : 
All points of Honour , counterfeir and true , 
Salute thy Soul , and wealth both good and bad : 
\ Here maiſt thou open wide the two-leav'd door 
Of all thy wiſhes, to receive that ſtore 
Which beitg empry moſt , does overflow the more. 
G 


Come 
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3 

Come then my Soul , approach this Royal Burſe , 

And ſee what wares our great Exchange retains : 
Come, come; here's that ſhall make a firm divorce 

Betwixt thy wants and thee, if want complains 3 
No need to fit in council with thy purſe , 

Here's nothing good ſhall coſt more price than pains. 

But O my Soul take heed , if thou rely 

_ Upon thy faithleſs Opricks , thou wilt buy 

Too blind a bargain : know, fools only trade by th” eye. 


4» 
The worldly Wiſdom of the Fooliſh man 
Is like a fheve , that does alone retain 
The groſſer ſubſtance of the worthleſs bran: — = 
But thou , my Soul, Ter thy brave thoughts diſdain 
So courſe a purchaſe , O be thou a fan WT 
To purge the chaff , and keep the winnow'd grain : 
Make clegn thy thoughts, and dreſs thy mixt defires, 
Thou art Heav'ns tasker ; and thy God requires, 
The pureſt of thy floor , as well as of thy fires. 


Go 
Let Grace conduQt thee to the paths of peace , 
And Wiſdom bleſs thy Souls unblemiſh'd waies , 
No matter then , how ſhort or long's the leaſe , 
Whoſe date determines thy ſelf-numbred daics: 
No need to care, for wealths.or fames increaſe , 
Nor Mars his Palm, nor high Apollo's Bayes. 
Lord , ff thy gracious bountie pleaſe to fill 
The tloor of my defires , and teach me $kill - 
To dreſs and chuſe the corn, take thoſe the chaff that will 


$. Aur Gustf 


IN Book IT. Emblemet, gk 
S$. AUGUST. hb. 1. de Do; Chriſti. 


Temporal things more raviſh in the expettation than in frui» 
tion but things eternal more zn the fruition than expeftation. 


Ibidems 


The Life of mas is the middle between Angels and beaſts * if 
nan tabes pleaſure i in carnal things,he is compared to beaſts ; but 
if be delights in Firitual things, ht is ſutea with Angels. 


. 
. 


will 


EPIG. 7. | 
ſt thon a Child ? Thou wilt not then be fed, 
ut like a Child , and with the Childrens bread: 
Wt thou art fed with chaff , or corn undreſt : 


Soul thod' ſayour'ft roo much of the beaſt. | 
4 G 2 VIE, 


Emblemes. 
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VIIL 


PHILIPPIANS 3. 19. 


They mind Earthly things , but our conver- 
ſation is in Heaven. 


Venus. , Dzvine Cupid. 

Vet WW J Har means this peeviſh brat ? Whiſh, lullaby, 
Whar ails my Babe? what ails my, Babe to cry ? 

Will nothing ſtill ic ? Will it neirher be. 

Pleas'd with the nurſes breaſt nor Mothers knee 2? 

What ails my bird ? What moves my froward Boy 

ns ſod whbg'ring faces 3 uw , m joy : 

Will nothing do ? Come , come , this pettiſh brat , 

Thus cry and brawl , and cannox tell for what ? 

Come buſs and friends, my Lamb ; whiſh , lullaby , 

What ails my Babe ? Whart ails my Babe to cry ? 

Peace , peace my dear; alas, thy early years 

Had never faults to merir half rheſe tears 3 

Come Smile upon me : Let thy Mother ſpic 

Thy Fathers image in her babies Eye : a 

Hwband theſe guilcleſs drops againſt the rage. . - 

Of harder fortunes, and the gripes of Agey 

Thine Eye's not ripe for tears : whiſh, lullaby 

What ails my Babe , my ſweet-fac'd Babe to cry ? 


'N Look, look, what's here ! A dainty golden thing : 


See how the dancing hells turn round and ring 


Y To pleaſe my bantling! Here's a knack will breed 


An hundred kifles :; here's a knack indeed. 
s * * $0 
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So , now my bird is white , and looks as fair 

As Pelops ſhoulder , or my Nplk-white pair : 

Here's right the Father's ſmile, when Mars beguil'd 
Sick Venus of her heart , juſt thus he ſmil'd. 


Divine Cupid. 


Well may they Smile alike ; thy baſe-bred Boy 
And his baſe fire had both one cauſe, a toy : 

How well their ſubjedts and their Smiles agree ? 
Thy Cupid finds a roy , and Mars found thee : 
Falſe Queen of beauty , ener falſe delights , 
Thy knee preſents an Embleme , that invites 
Man to himſelf , whoſe ſelf-tranſporred heart 

( Or'r-whelm'd with native ſorrows , and the ſmart 
Of purchagd griefs ) lies whining Night and Day, 
Not knowitg why , -till heavy-heel'd delay, 

The dull-brow'd Pander of deſpair , lates by 

His leaden buskings , ahd preſents his Eye 
With'antick trifles , which th' indulgent Earth 
Makes proper obje&ts of mans childiſh mirth. 
Thele Cee Coyn thar paſs , the ſweets that pleaſe ; 


There's nothing good, there's horhing great but theſe : 


Theſe be the Pipes that baſe-borh minds dance after ', 
And turn immod'rate tears to laviſh laughter ; ' 
Whilſt Heavnly raptures paſs without regard ; 


Their ftrings are harſh, and their high trains unheard : 


The ploughmans whiſtle or the trivial flute 
Find more reſpe& than great - = frm 
We'll look to Heav?n , and truſt to higher joyes ; 


Let ſine Love husks , and Children whine for toyes. 


S. BERN: 


ſu 


2 ---4-- 


. 


0.8 Book 1I. Emblems... \ 95 


Z S. BERN. 


That is the true and chief joy , which is not conceived 
from the creature , but received from the Creator, which (being 
once poſſeſt thereof.) none can take jrom thee : whereto all pleaſure 
bring compared u4 torment,all joy i grief, ſweet things are bitter, 
all glory is baſeneſs,aud all deleftablethings are deſpicable. 


S, BERN, 


oy 3n 4 changeable ſubjett muſt neceſſarily change as the 
wi changeth. / ] ſt neceſſarily chang 


EPIG. 8. 
Peace, childiſh Cupid ce : thy finger'd Eve 
#14 , pea bi = oi. 


= _ what, in time, will make L 

are thy peeviſh wranglings thus appeas'd ? 

Well mayft thou cry , that art ſo poorly pleas'd. as 
| EG 4 Ne. 


Book 
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| IX. 
ISAIAH 10. 3. 


What will you do in the day of your viſitation 2 
to whome will ye flie for help 8 and where 
will you leave your oye | 


I, 


S this that har jolly God , whoſe Cyprian bow 
| Le ſo many flaming d arts , 
Jad make — wounded em go 
Sadly pe ws _ whimpTing hearts ? 
Is this wr apoaru bred : 
The ment >; Ing and ſtings. ( Kings ? 
The blundring Souls of ſwains , and ſtoops the hearts of 


bs 277 
. 


Wies Cleceen chant, what Secertan thighs © 
Kang agent _ ; £ 
ove Was i greater m 
re es. er-arm hs fool Fove? ) gs 
Or has our luſifal God perform arp 
And ( fearing pon Eyes would { 
The view of jealous Earth , JO, 


3» 
Where be thoſe rofie cheeks, that lately ſcorn'd 
The malice of injurious F ates? 
Ah , where's that pearl Percullis that adorn'd 
Thoſe dainty rwp-leav'd' Ruby gates ? 
Where be thoſe killing Eyes, that ſo control'd 
The World ? And locks that did infold 


Like knors of flaming wire, like curles of burniſh'd gold ? 


No, 


98 Emblemes- -Book IT, 


4 

No, no, was neither Hecat©an ſpite , 

Nor charm below , nor pow'r above ; 

"Twas neither Circes ſpell , nor Stygian ſp'rit , 
That thus transform'd our God of Love ; 
"Twas owl-ey'd Luſt (more potent far than they ) 

- ... ©», Whoſe Eyes and ations. hate thevday 5. 
Whom all the world obferye,, whom all the world obey. 


+ \ IT 
See how the latter Trumpets dreadful blaſt 
Aﬀerights ſtout 24ars his trembling Son ! 
See , how he ftartles ! how he ſtands agaſt , 
And ſcrambles from-his-melting Throne?. : -- | 
Hark , how the dircful hand ob vengeance tears 
The ſwelr ring clouds y. whilſt Hear'n appears 
A circle fill'd with es "me centred with. =: fears. 


| gi 
This is that day , whoſe ot report hath \ worn... 
Negle&ed tongues of Prophets bare ; 
The faithleſs ſubje& of the worldlings ſcorn, 
The Summ of men and Angels Pray'r :, ' -- 
This , this the day.,, whoſe All- diſcerning Lighr 
Ranſacks the ſecrex; dens of Night , 
And fevers good from bad; 7'xrue & Joyes from alle delight. 


You craig nording jo /Ou., " whole view: trades 
Where Light nev'r ſhot lis golden ray 
That hide your a&ions in Cimmerian ſhades , 
How will:your Eyes endure this Day ?-: - 
Hills will be Deaf , and mountains will: not Hear ; : 
There be no caves', gor-corners there, ( fear, 
To ſhade your Souls from fire, ro ſhielg Iu hearts from 


HUGO, 


OD OE a. a. 


— 
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HUGO. 


0 the extreme loathſomneſs of fleſhly luſt , which not only ef- 
ſeminates the mind, but enervates the body; which not only diſtati- 
neth the Soul, but diſguiſeth the perſon ! It 3s uſhered with fury 
and wantonneſs;, it u accompanzed with filthineſs and unqgean- 
veſs ; and it 5 followed with grief and repentance. 


Fe 

r, | EPIG. 9. 

" | What? Sweet-fac'd Cupid, has thy baſtard-treaſure, 
Thy boaſted honours and thy bold-fac'd pleafure 

Perplex'd thee now? I told thee long ago , 


To what they'd bring thee , Fool, To wit , to wot» 
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RX. 
NAHUM 2. 10. 
She is empty , and void , and waſte. 


I, 


w—_ empty : hark , ſhe founds, PE s nothing there 


Bur noiſe to fill = Ear ; 
Thy vain enquiry can at lengrh 
F A blaſt of murm'rin wind : 
Itis a cask , that ſeems as full as fa 
Bur nid hy ho runn'd with air ; 
Fond youth, +: build thy hopes on better grounds : 
t vainly founds 
Her joyes upoR as World but feeds on empty ſounds, 


2. 


She's empty : hark , ſhe ſounds : there's nothing in't, 
The ſpark- -ingend'ring flint 
Shall ſooner melt , and hardeſt raunce ſhall firſt 
Diſſolve and quench thy thirſt , 
E're this falſe World ſhall ſtill thy ſloemy breaſt 
Wich ſmooth-fac'd calms of reſt ? 
Thou mayſt as well expe& Meridian Light 3 
From ſhades of black-mouth'd Night , 
As in this empry World to find a ful delight. 


Sh 
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3 
She's enipty : hark , ſhe ſounds z *ris void and yaſt ; 
What if ſome tlarr'ring blaſt 
Of flatuous honour ſhauld perchance be there , 
And whiſper in thine Ear ? 
I is but winde , and blows bur where It liſt , 
And vaniſheth like a miſt. - 
Poor honour Earth can give ! What gen'rous mind 
Would be ſo baſe to bind 
Her Heay'n-bred Soul a ſlave to ſerve a blaſt of wind? 
"* 
She's empry : hark , ſhe ſounds : *tis bur a ball 
For Fools to play withall ; 
The painted film but of a ſtronger bubble , 
That's lin'd with filken trouble : 
It is a World, whoſe work and recreation 
Is Vanity and vexation ;_ 
A Hag , repair'd with vice-complexion paint , 
A queſt-houſe-of complaint : 
Ir is a faint , a fiend, worſe fiend, when moſt a ſaint: 
5. 
She's empty : bark , ſhe ſounds: 'tis Vain and void, 
What's here to be enjoy'd_ -, 
But grief and ſickneſs, and large bills of ſorrow , 
Drawn now, and croſs'd tro morrow ? 
Or what are men , bur puffs of dying breath , 
: Reviv'd with living Death ? 
Fond lad , O build thy hapes on ſurer_ grounds 
x Than what dull fleſh propounds : 
Truſt not this hotlow world, ſhe's empty : hark, ſhe ſounds, 
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S. CHR Yi. in Ep. ad Heb. 


Contemn riches , and thou fhalt be rich; contemn glory and 
thox ſhalt be glorious, contemn injuries , and thox ſhalt be a 
conqueror 3 contemn reſt , and thou ſhalt gain reſt ; contemy 
Earth , ana thou ſhalt find Heaven. 


HUGO lib. de Vanit. mundi. 


The world is 4 wanity which affordeth neither beauty to the 


amorous , nor reward to the laborious , or enconragement to 
the induſtrious. 


EPIG. 1% 


This Houſe is to be let for life or years ; 

Her rent is ſorrow , and her Income tears: 

Cupid, 't has long ſtood void; her bills make known , 
She muſt be dearly ler 3 or ler alone, x? 
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X 1, 
MATTH. 7. 14. 


Narrow is the way that leadeth unto life , 
and few there be that find it. 


Repoſtrous Fool , thou troulſt amiſs ; # 
Thou err'ſt ; that's notthe way , 'tis this ; 
Thy hopes inſtrued by thine Kye , 
| thee appear more near than I ; 
My floor is not fo flat, fo fine, 
And has more obvious rubs than thine : 
'Tis true my way is hard and ſtrait , 
And leads me through a thorny gare : 
Whoſe rankling pricks are ſharp and fell ; 
The Common way to Heav'n's by Hell: 
'Tis true ; thy path is ſhort and fair , 
" And free from rubs : Ah , Fool beware , 
The ſafeſt road's not always ev'n ; 
The way to Hell's a ſeeming Heav'n : - 
Think'ft thou the Crown of Glory's had} 
With idle eaſe, fond Cyprian lad ? | 
Think'ſt thou , that mirth, and vain delights , 
feed, and ſhadow-ſhortning Nights, 
- knees , =» — and beds of down . 
re Prolo to a Crown ? 
Or confi hou hive 60 come and view , 


Like prof] Ceſar , and ſubduc ? 
The bond ſlave Ularer will trudge ;. , 
_— Gouts, will turn a drudge , 
e his Soul-condemning purſe , 
T' increaſe it with the A a R_ Fay 


if 
*2z 


- And ſhall the Crown of Glory ſtand 

Not worth the waving of an hand ? 

The fleſhly wanton tro obrain 

His minute luft , will count ir gain 

- To loſe his Freedom , his Eſtate , 

Upon fo dear, fo ſweet a rate; 

Shall pleaſures thus be priz'd, and muft 

Heav*ns Palm be cheaper than a luſt? 

The true-bred ſpark , to hoiſe his Name 

Upon the waxen wings of Fame, 

Will fight undaunted in a floud 

| That's rais'd with brackiſh drops and Blood : 
And ſhall the promis*'d Crown of life 

Be thought a toy , not worth a firife ? 

An eafie good brings eafie gains : 

Bur things of price are bought with pains : 

The pleaſing way is not the right: 

He that would conquer Heay'n muft fight. 
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S. HIERON. in Ep. 


No Labour #5 bard , no time is long, wherein the glory of 
ternity #s the mark we levy! at. 


$. GREG, lib. 8. Mor. 


The valouy of a juſt man is to conquer the fleſh, to contradift 
own will, to quench the delights of this preſent life, to en« 
re and love the miſeries of this world for the reward of 4. 
ttrr , to contemn the flatteries of proſperity , and inwardly 
gvercome the fears of adverſity. 
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E PIG. it. 
© cupid , if thy ſmoother way were right , 
|» pou Frogs Jguets cn} Op 
We way's not cafic where the Prize is great : 


virres , where I ſmell no ſcat. 
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XII. 
GALAT. 6. 14. 


Ge frbid that 1 ſhould glory, ſave.in the 
Croſs. 


neg g onthe my- uncertain breaſt , 
fix my rambling Love? 
_ — find ole nothing beſt ? | ; 
Bur ſtill and ſtill remove? {| ' 
e Has Earth no Mercy ? will no Ark of reſt 
| Receive my -refſtles Doye ? x 
Is there no good , than which there's nothing higher , 
To bleſs my.full defire 
With joyes that never change, with j | Joyes that ne'r 779 apr 


2 


I wanted wealth; and at my dear requeſt , 
Earth lemt a quick hone; 
I wanted mirth to charm my ſullen brea 
Sift And who more, brisk than I ? 
I wanted fame to glorifie the reſt ; 
71, My fame flew e-high ; 
My joy not fully ri , bur all decay'd ; 
w th vaniſh'd like a ſhade A 
My mirth began to flag, my fame began to fade. 


3. 


The World's an Ocean D hurried to and fro 
© With ev'ry blaſt of paſſion; 
H 3 Her 


I 
31. 


Her luſtful ſtreams, when either ebb or flow , 
| Are tides of Mans vexation : 
They alter daily , and they daily grow 
The worſe by alteration : 
The Earth's a cask fulltunnd , yet wanting meaſure 3 
Her precious Wine 1s pleaſure 3 
Her rt is honours puft;, Her ees: are worlgly meas, 
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My truſt is in the Croſs : Jet beauty flag 
Her looſe, her wanton fail; 
Let count'nance-gilding honour ceaſe to brag 
« In *courtly'/ Terms, and varls - T7 
Let ditch-bred wealth henceforrh forget wo wag 
Her baſe ; though |Golden Tail5; 
; Falle beauties C 15 but 'real :loſs';, '! 
Anti wealth, but Goldenadrofs 5; 
Beſt honour's but a blaſt 2 ty Trruft15 m/the Croſs, 


$» 


My muſt js in the Croſs : There lies my reſt ; 5 
' My faſt, my.ſole delight: 
Let cold- alt Boreas, or the hot mouth'd Eaft 
' Blow Hill chep buriit wich ſpight: 
Let Earth and Hell conſpiye'their worſt,cheir beſt, 
' _ And joyn'their reſted mighty © ' 
Let ſhowrs of thunder-boks darr:down,and wound me 
And troops of Friends farreund'me , ©. 
All this may well confront; all this ſhall ne'r confound me. 


Ry. F 0; 
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On 
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S. AUGUST. 


Chriff's Croſs 3s the Chriſcroſs of all our happineſs : It deli- 
vers us from all blinaneſs of error, and enriches our darkneſs 
BW with light ; 1t refloreth the troubled Soul to reſt; 1t bringeth 
+ WW firangers to Gods acquaintance; It mabeth remote foreigners 

near neighbours; It cutteth off diſcord 5 concludeth. a league of 
\ Wl currlefling peace 3 and 3s the bount eous author of al good. 


S. BE RN. in Ser. de reſur. 


W find glory in the Croſs ;, ts us that are ſaved, it is tbe 
power of God , and the fulneſs of all virtues. 


E PIG. 12, 


I follow'd reſt , reſt fled and ſoon forſook me; 
[STY Iran from grief, grief ran and overtook me, 
© What ſhall I do? left I be roo much toft 
On worldly: croſſes , Lord , ler me be croſt. 
H 4 XII; 
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XIIL 


" PROV, 26. IL. 


As a Dog returneth to his vomit » ſoa Foot 
' returneth to bis folly. «- 


T am wounded ! and my wounds do ſmart 
| Beyond my patience, or great Chion's. artz 
| yield, I yield 3 the day, the Palm is thine - 
Thy bow's more true z thy ſhaft's more fierce than-mine; |. 
Hold ; hold, O hold thy conq'ring hand. What need 

To ſend more darts ? the firſt has done the deed : 

Oft have we ſtruggled , when our equal Arms 

Shot equal ſhafts, intlifted equal harms ? 

Bur this exceeds , and with her flaming head , 

Twy-fork'd with Death, has ſtruck my conſcience Dead, ! 
But muſt T die? Ah me ! if thatwere all, 

Then , then I'd ftroke my bleeding wounds and call 
This dart a Cordial , and with joy endure 

e harſh ingredients , where my grief's my cure. 
Bur ſomerhijng whiſpers in my dying Ear, wy 
"There is an after-day 3 which day I fear : 
The ſlender debt to Nature's quickly paid, 

Diſcharg'd perchance with greater eaſe than made 3 
Bur if thar pale-fac'd Sergeant make arreſt, 

Ten thouſand aRions would ( whereof the leaft 

Is more than all this lower World can bail ) * 

Be entred , and condemn me to the jail 

Of Stygian datkne(s bound in red hor chains, 

_ grip'd with tortures worſe than Titlan pains, 

arewel my vain , Farewel my looſe delights ; 

Farewel my rambling dayes , my rev'ling Nights ; 


"Twas 


"YL v 5 


of 


4 | 
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*Ewas you betray'd me firſt , and when ye found 

My Soul advantage, gave my Soul the wound : 

Farewel my bullion gods , whole ſovereign looks 

So ofren catch'd me with their Golden Hooks : 

Go ſeek another ſlave ;-ye muſt all go ; 

I cannot ſerve my God and Bullion roo. 

Farewel falſe honour 3. you , whoſe airv- wings 

Did mounr my Soul above che thrones of Kiags ; 
.Then ilatter'd me , rook pet , and 1n diidain , 
Nipt'my green Bids 5 ther kick'd me down again : 
Farewel my bow ; Farewe! my ORRCQEry 
Farewel dear World, Fatey cl 46ar World for ever. 

O, bur this moſt delicious World , how ſweet 

Her pleaſures rchfh!- Al! How jump they meer (i 
The grafping Soul , and with their tprightly fire , | 
Revive, and raiſe, and rowze the wrapt defire !. 

For ever? ©, to parr fo tong? what ? never, . 
Meet-more? another Year . and then'for ever: 

Too quick reſolves do reſolution wrong 5; 

What , part ſo ſo6n , to be divorc'd fo long ? 

Things to be doneare Fong to be debared 3 
HKeav'n is not day'd , Repentance 1s not dated. 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUS T, lib. de util. agen. pen. 
Go up my Soul into the tribunal of thy Conſcience : there ſet 


thy guilty ſelf before thy ſelf : Hide not thy ſelf bebind thy 
ſelf, leſt Goa:hring thee forth before thy ſelf. | 


S. AUGUST. in Soliloq. 


In vain is that waſhing , where the next fin defileth : Ht 
hath #4 repented , whoſe ſms are repeated : that Stomach is the 
worje ſor vomiting , that licketh up his vomit. 


ANSELM, 


God hath promiſed pardom to him that repenteth , but he that 
net promiſed repentance to hin that ſinneth. 


EPIG. 13. 


Brain-wounded Cupid, had this haſty dart , 

As it hath prick'd thy fancy, pierc'd thy heart, 

'T had been thy friend : O how hath it deceiv'd thee ! 
For hadthis dart but kill'd , this dart had fay'd _ * 
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jj And yields his conquer'd life , or craven'd dies, 
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XIV. 
PROV. 24. 16. 


A juſt man falleth ſeven times, and riſeth up 


again, but the wicked ſhall fall into miſebief 


[sbur a foil at beſt, and that's the moſt 
RE Ls 

M ooting fail'd me 3 you tri 

y flipp'ry Juſt*ss 1 flipt: 5 pt 

My wanton weakneſs did her ſelf betray 


With roo _—_ 
I was too bold , He never yet ſure 2 


That ftands ſecure : 
Who ever truſted to his natiye 

Bur fell at length? -/, 
The title's craz'd , the tenure is not good , 
That claims by th* evidence of fleſh and Blood. 


2» 


Boaſt nor thy Skill the righteous man falls oft , 
Yer falls bur ſoft :; 

There maybe dirt to mire him , but no Stones 
To cruſh his Bones : 

What if he ſtaggers? Nay , put caſc he be 
Fold on his knee ? 

That very knee will bend to Heav'n , and woo 
For Mercy too : 

The true-bred ge ſter ups a freſh , and then 
Falls to't agen ; 

Wherezs the leaden-hearted coward lies , 
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Boaft - 
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I 18 Emblener. 


Boaft not thy Conqueſt, thou that's ev'ry hour 
"LOR Fall'ſt ren x lower, 
ay, haſt not paw'r to'rtſe, If not, in caſe, 
To fall more baſe : 
Thou wallow'ſt where I flip 3 and thou doſt tumble , 
" _—_— bu yrmnreh 
Thy gary Wm Vries. &5 
bf” MY falNſt for oberg n 
Sowr grief and fad repentance ſcowrs and clears 
My ſtains with tears : 
Thy falling keeps thy falling ſtill in ure; 
Bur when I ſtip, I fland the- more fecure, 


4 


Lord , what a nothing is this little ſpan, 
We call a Man ! 
What fenny traſh maintains the fmoth'ring fixes 
Of his —_— inngin 
How flight and ſhow are ves at longe 
4 How weak ar firongeſt ! 
© if a finner held by that faſt had, 
Can hardly fland; | + + 
Good God! in what a deſp'rate eaſe are they, 5 
That have no 5, 5M | | 


Mans tate implies a a neceffary 
When not himlelf, he's mad 3 Yr — himkelf, he's worſe, 
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S. AMBROS.Þ 


S, AMBROS. in Ser. ad vincula. 


Peter ſtood more firm!y aſter he þgd lamented bis ſall than be» 
fore be ſell. Inſomuch that he found more grace-thax he {oft grace. 


S, CHRYS. inEp. ad Heliod. monach. 


It 3s no ſuch bainoxs matter to om as being down to 
lit dejefied. 1t 5s no danger for a Souldzer to receive a wound in 


battel, but aſter the wound received, through defþair of recovery 
to refuſe a remedy ;, for we often ſee wounded Champions wear 
the palm at laſt , and aſter fight , crowned with viftory. 


ſes 


EPIG. 14 


mph not, Cupid, his miſchance doth ſhow 
WJ trade 3 doth once , what thou doſt alwayes do : 
vet too ſoon : has thy prevailing hand 
Chim ? Ah Fool , th' haft taught him how to ſia! 1d. 
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XV. 


Th * 


JEREMIAH 32. 40, 


I will put fear in their harts , that they | ſha 
not depart from me. 2 


10, now the Soul's ſub!im'd : her ſowr defires + 
J Are recalom'd in heaven's well temp'red fires : 
The heart reftor*d' and purg'd from. droffie nature , 
Now finds the Freedom of a. new-born. creature : - 
It lives another : life , i. breaths new breath; 
It neither fears nor feels the ſhing/.of. Death. '*..; : '- 
Like as the idle 'vagrant (;having'inone. ) 69 6 
That boldly *dapts, each Houſe he views, : his. own ;. 
Makes ev'ry purſe his chequer;z and at pleaſure : ' ©! | 
Walks forth , and taxes all the World Tike Ceſar 5; 
At length by:vertue"of a juſt command , ': 
Hk fides are lefit to a ſeverer hand 3 allo! 
Whereon his Paſs , not fully underſtood , 
ktexted in a manuſcript of Blood : 
Thus paſt from town to rowny until he come 


A fore repentant to his native home : 


YE fo the rambling heart , that idly roves 


From crimes to fin , and uncontrol'd removes 


| From luſt to luft , when wanton fleſh 1nvices 


: 


* 
Y 
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From old-worn pleaſures to new choice delights , 


Ft length corre&ed by the filial rod 


O his offended ( bur his gracious God ) 
And laſh'd from fins to ſighs 3 and by degrees , 


From ſighs to vows , from vows to bended knee: ; 


bended knees to a true penfive breſt ; 
thenee to torments , not by tongues expreft , 
| I Rerurns; 
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Returns ; ( and from his ſinful ſelf exil'd ) 

Finds a Father , he a Welcome Child 3 

O then ir lives; O then ir lives involv'd 

In ſecrer raptures ; pants to be diſſoly'd : 

The Royal Off-ſpring of a ſecond Birth 

Sets ope to Heav'n, and ſhuts the doors to Earth : 
If love-fick Jove commanded clouds ſhould hap 
To rain ſuch ſhow'rs as quickned Dunat's lap : 

Or Dogs ( far kinder than their purple maſter ) 
Should lick his ſores, he laughs, nor weeps the faſter. 
If Earth ( Heav'ns rival ) dart her idle ray : 

To Heav'n, 'tis wax , and to the World , "tis clay : 
Tf Earch c delights , it ſcorns to draw, 

Bur like the jet unrub'd , diſdains thar ſtraw : 
No hope deceives it, and no doubt divides kk; | 
No grief diſturbs it , and no efrour guides it 3 | 
No guilt condemns , and no folly ſhames ic; 

No beſors it , and no luſt enthralls it 3 

No ſcorn afflits jr, and no gawls it 5 

Ire is a cark'ner of life ; 

An Ark of ; the lifts of facred ſtrife ; 


A purer of endleſs 3 

ry ooh bogey bp mee} : 

A Heav'n born Off-ſpring of a new-born ; 
An Earthly Heav'n 3 an ounce of Heav'nly Eatth, 
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$. AUGUST. de Spir. & Anima, 


0 bappy heart , whive piety affeffeth , where bumility ſub= 
jefts , where repentance torrefteth , where obedience direfteth , 
where perſeverance perſetieth, where power — » where dt« 
wotion projefteth , where charity conneftet 


S. GREG, 


. which way, ſorver the beart turneth it (elf ( if carefully ) Fr 
commonly obſerve , that in thoſe very things we loſe God 3 
zn thoſe very things we ſhall find God © 1t ſhall find the beat of 
his power #n conſideration of thoſe things , in the love of which 
things he was moſt cold, and by what things it ſell perverted, 
h thoſe things it is raiſed , converted. 


EPIG. I$ 


th Near but whierefore do I call thee fo ? 
| renounc'd oo long ago: 
$f, | When thou wer: fal and fleſhly - 1 was thine z 
: ywers thou neyer , til] thou wert not mine, 
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THE 


THIRD BOOK. 
The Entertainment. 


LL you whoſe better "thoughts are newly born , 
A And (_rebaptiz'd with holy fire ) can ſcorn 
The warld's baſe traſh , whoſe necks difdain to bear 
Th' imperious yoke of Satan 3 whoſe chaſt car 
No wanton Songs of Syrens can ſurprize 
With falſe delight ; whoſe more than Eagle-eyes 
Can view the glorious flames of Gold, and gaze 
On glictr'ng beams of honoyr , and do not daze ; 
Whoſe Souls can ſpurn at pleaſare , and deny 
The looſe ſuggeſtions of the fleſh;; draw nigh : - 

And you whoſe am'rous , whoſe (ele defires 
Would feel the warmth of thoſe tranſcendent fires , 
Which ( like the rifing Sun ) pur out the Lighr 
Of Yenus ftar, and turn her day to Night; 

You that would love and have your paſſions crown'd 
With greater happineſs , than can be found 
In your own wiſhes; you that would affe& 
Where neither (corn , nor guile , nor diſreſpe& 
Shall wound your torcur'd ſouls; that would enjoy, 
Where neither want can pinch , nor fulneſs cloy, 
Nor double doubt afflitts , nor baſer fear 
Untlames your courage in purſeit, draw near 
Shake hands with Earth , and let your Soul reſpe&t 
Hex joyes no further , than her joycs refle& 
Upon her makers glory : 1f thou ſwim 
In wealch , ſee him in all 3 ſee all in him : 
| I 2 Sink'ſt 


136 Emblemes. Book IN 
Sink'ſt thou in want , and is thy ſmall cruſe ſpent ? 


See him in want : enjoy him in content: | 
Conceiv'ſt him lody'd in Crofs , or loſt in pain ? 
— and Patience find him our again : 

ake Heav'n 


Ry oP Oey Sou in ſighs ; Thy Tg ooh 


Feather'd \vi 
and hey ll: Fear nat , where Heav'n bids cone : 
Heay'n's nevet deaf,” but when man's heart is dumb. 
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ISAIAH 26. 6. 


My Soil hath deſired thee in the Night. 


Ood God ! what horrid darkneſs doth furround 
| My groping Soul ! how are my ſenſes bound 
In utrer ſhades 3 and muffled from the Light, | 
Lurk in the boſom of eternal Night! 

The bold-fac'd Lamp of Heay'n cat) ſet and riſe , 

And with his morning Glory fill the Eyes 

Of gazing mortals; his vitortous ray 

Can chaſe the ſhadows, and reſtore the day : 

Nights baſhful _—_— » though ſhe often wain , 

As oft repents Mer Darkneſs , primes again 3 

And with her circling horns doth re-embrace 

Her Brothers wealth, and orbs her Silver face. 

But ah ! ny Sun deep ſwallow'd in his fall, 

Is ſet and cannot ſhine , nor riſe at all: * 

My bankrupt wain can beg nor borrow Light 3 

Alas , my Darkneſs is perpetual Night , ; 

Falls have their riſings , wainings have their primes , 
And deſp'rate ſorrows wait their berter times 3 : 
Ebbs have their Flouds, and Autumns have their Springs $ 
All States have changes hurried with the ſwings 

Of Chance and Time, ſtill riding to and fro: ' 

Terreſtrial Bodies and celeſtial roo. 

How often have I vainly grop'd about , 

With length'ned arms to find a paſſage out, J 
That I might catch thoſe beams mine Eye defires ; 
And bathe my Soul in thoſe celeſtial fires ? 
Lige as the haggard , cloiſtered in her mew, 
To ſcowr her downy robes , and to renew 
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Her broken flags, preparing roverlook 
The tim'rous Mallard at the ſliding brook , 


Jers oft from perch to perch ; from ſtock to ground , 


From ground to window, thus ſurveying round 
Her Dove befeather'd Priſon, till at 
( Calling her noble birth to mind, and 
Whereto her wing was born ) her ragged beak 
Nipps off her jangling jeſſes , ſtrives to break 
Her gingling ferters , and begins _ 
At ev'ry ns cn and OD 
Ev'n ſo my weary 
An Inmate —_— mn, 
Lock'd up by cloud-brow'd Errour , which iavites 
My cloiſt'red thoaghts to feed on black delighss , 
te ma re fray and begius to dart 

er wing'd defires at thee , that only arr 
The Sur the ſeeks , whoſe riſing beams cam fright 
Theſe dukie cloulthas mak make fo Dark a Night: 


= —_ —Y nur Ter Eyc: 
muſt want thoſe , I wiſh; yergrant, 
Thar I, atleaſt, may iſh thoſe Beams , T wars 


$. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. Saliloqu. cap. 33 


There was a great dark Cloud of vanity brſore mine Eyes, ſo 
that 1 could not ſte the Sun of Juſtice and the Light of Truth : 
I being the Son 0 \ k Darkneſs, was involved in Darkniſs : 1 
loved my Darkneſs , becauſe 1 bnew not thy Light: 1 _ 
Blind , and loved my blindneſs, and did walk from Darkneſs 
to Darkneſs ; But Lord thou art my God , who haſt led me from 

Darkneſs and the ſhadow 0 / Death; haſt called me into this 
glorious Light , and behold , 1 ſie. | 


EPIG. 1 


Soul , chear up 3 what if the Night be L 
7 Reav'a finds an Ear , when Ain rt —_— 


_ Morning ſhow'rs : Heav'n bids on oy, 
JU Vken Peter's Cock ; begins to Crow, "tis Day. 


Iz 


4 ih 


\ 
Q 
3 
Q 
*J 
I'L 
S 
1 


Book II]. Emblemes. 


[1T. 


PSALM 69. 4 


0 Lord, thox knoweſt my fooliſhneſs, and my 
| ſins are not hid from thee. on Ye | - 


Eeft thou this fulſom Ideot? In what meaſure 
He ſeems tranſported with the amick pleaſure 
Of childiſh baubles ? - Canſt thou-but admire | 
The empty fulne(s of his vain defire? 
Canſt thou conceive ſuch poor delights as theſe 
Can fill th inſatiate Soul of man , or pms 
The forid aſpe& of his deluded Eye ?.. - 
Reader , ſuch very Fools are thou and I > . _, 
Falſe puffs of honour; the deceirful ftreams-. | 
Of wealth ; the idle , rain, and empiperonms «mea r/ 
Of pleaſure, 'are our traffick , and; cntnare PETIT. 
Our Souls, the threefold ſubjeA of ous care ; Þ... 
"Y'We toil for traſh', we barter ſolid joyes. ”; - | 
For atery trifles , (ell our. Heav'n for) toyes.: ,. - + . T 
We ſnatch at barly grains, whilſt pearls ftand by 
Deſpis'd ; ſuch very Fools are thou and I. 
Im'ſt chou ar honour ? does not th' Ideot ſhake it 
n his left hand ? fond man, ſtep forth and rake it : 
Ir would'ft thou wealth ? ſec now the fool preſents thee 
Vith a full baſket , it ſuch wealth contemes thee : 
Would'ft thou take pleaſure ? if the Fool unfſtride 
Fs prancing Stallion , chou maiſt up and ride : 
. Fond man, ſuch is the pleaſure, weakh , and honour 
. "JWhie Earth affords ſuch Fools, as dote upon her ; 
Fuch is the game whereat Earth's 1deors flie; 
wen 1deots , ah! ſuch Fools are thou and I ; 
IL Had 


{ 
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Mad rebell-man's Fool-hardineſs extended '' 
No farther , than himſelf, and there had ended, 
Ithad been juſt; but thus enrag'd to fly 
Upon the eternal Eyes of Majeſty , 
And drag the Son of Glory from the breſt 
Of his 1 Father; to arreſt 
Te ! he pho peta op rs < 
0 ighe-face : 
To = him with | be 


And then to 
Of his ſpi 
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S. CHRYS. Hom. 4. Joan. 


Fcols ſeem to abound in wealth, when they want all things ; 
they ſeem to enjoy happineſs, when indeed they are only moſt mi- 
ſerable 3 neither do they underſtand that they are deluded by their 
ſancy , till they be delivered from their folly. 


S. GREG. in Mor. 


By ſo much the more are we inwardly fooliſh, by bow much 
we firive to ſeem outwardly wiſt, 


EPIG. 2. 


CE Redellious Fool, what has thy folly done : 
| roll'd thy God , and crucifi'd his Son ? 
now fiveetly has the Lord of life deceiv'd thee ? 
F*fou ſhedd'it his blood,and thar ſhed blood has ſav'd thee. 
R I þ 
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I 


Have Mercy on me - "gn 5 
17 * 42, bones are vexed F[:62. 
oL: bas gene | : 
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By 
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II 


PSALM 6. 2. 


Have Mercy Lord, upon me, for 1 am weak z 
0 Lord, heal me, for my bones are vexed. 


Soul, Feſus. 


Soul, Fc H,, Son of David, help : 7ef. What finful crie 
| Implores the Son of David? Sox, Iris I. 
7eſ. Who art thou? Soul. Oh, a deeply wounded breſt 
That's heavy laden and would fain have reſt. 
7eſus. T have no ſcraps, and dogs muſt nor be fed 
Like houſhold Children , with the Childrens bread. 
Soul. True, Lord ; yer tolerate a hungry whelp 
To lick their crumbs : O Son of David, help. | 
Zeiſ. Poor Soul, what ail'ſt thou ? Soul. O I burn, I fry, 
I cannor reſt, I know not where to fly 
To find ſome eaſe ; I rurn'd my blubber'd face 
From man to man 3 I roll from place to place 
Tavoid my tortures , to obtain relief, 
Bur ſtill Tam dogg'd and haunted with my grief : 
My mid-night rorments call the ſluggiſh Light, 
And when the morning's come, they woo the Night. 
Feſ. Surceaſe thy tears, and ſpeak thy free defires. (fires, 
So. Quench, quench my flames, and ſwage theſe ſcorching 
74. Canſt thou believe , my hand can cure thy griet ? 
Soul. Lord, I believe; Lord , help my unbeliet. 
Zeſ. Hold forth thine arm and ler my fingers try 
Thy pulſe ; where chiefly doth thy tormenc lic ? 
- Soul, From head to foot ; it reigns 1n ey'ry part , 
But plays the felf-law'd tyrant io my heart, 
K 
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138 
Z4l- Canſt thou digeſt ? canſt reliſh wholſom food ? 
How ftands thy taſt ? Soul. To nothing rhat is good 2 
All finful traſh, and Earths unſav*cy ſtuff 
I can digſt , and rcliſh well enough. 
Zeſus. Is not thv Blood as cold as hot , by turns? 
Soul. Celd to what's good 3 to what 15 bad it burns ! 
7eſus. Row cld's thy grief? Soul. I took It at the fall 
With Eating Fruit. 7e»s. *Tis Epidemical: 
Thy blood's infefted , and th* infettton ſprung 
From a bad liver: *Tis a feaver ſtrong 
And full of death , unlc(s, with preſent ſpeed , 
A vein be opened , thou muſt die , or bleed. 
Sol. O I am faint and ſpent : that launce that ſhall 
Ler forth my Blood , lers forcth my life withal : 
My Soul wants cordials , and has greater need 
Of Blood , then ( being ſpent fo far ) to bleed: 
I fa!nt already , 1f I bleed, I dy. 
Zeſus. *Tis either thou mult bleed , fick Soul or TI: 
My Blood's a cordial. He that fucks my veins , 
Shall cleanſe his own, and conquer greater pains 
Than theſe : chear up 3 this precious Blood of mine 
Shall cure thy grief ; my heart ſhall bleed for thine : 
Believe and view me with a faithful Eye, 
Tby Scul ſhall neither languiſh , blecd , nor die. 


S, AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST. lib. 10, Confeſf, 


»\ 


Lond , b! merciful into me 5 Ab me : Behold, I hide nat my 
wo:n's: Toon art a Phyſuczan, and I am ſich 5, Thos att mer. 
tiful, and 1 am miſcrables 


S. GREG. 1n Paſtoral. 


0 Wiſdom , with how; fwet an art doth thy Wine and Oy! 
rrfigre bealth to my bealthieſs Sout ! How powerfully merciful » 
how mercafully powerſul art. thou 1 Powerful ſor me , mer 2Jal 
to me / 


EEG. 3 


Canft chou be ſick , and ſuch a Doftor by ? 
Thou canft not live , unleſs rhy Doftor dy ! 
Strange kid of grief, that finds no Med'cine goacd 
Ta wage her pains , bur the Phvſicians Blood ! 
K 2 I'V, 
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Emblemes. 


I V. 


PSALM 25. 18. 


Look upon my affliFion and my pain , and 
forgive all my Sins. 


Oth work and ſtrokes ? both laſh and labour too ? 
What more could Edom, or proud Afhur do? 
Stripes , afrer Stripes ; and blows ſucceeding blows ? 
Lord , has thy ſcourge no Mercy, and my woes 
No end ? my pains no caſe ? no intermiſſion ? 
Is this the ſtate ? 1s this the ſad condition 
Of thoſe that truſt thee ? will thy goodneſs pleaſe 
T allow no other favours ? none bur theſe ? 
Will not the Rher'rick of my torments move ? 
Are theſe the ſymptoms , theſe the ſigns of love ? 
It not enough , enough that I fulfil 
The toylſome task of thy laborious will ? 
May nor this labour expiate and purge 
My fn without the addition of a ſcourge ? 
Look on my cloudy brow , how faſt it rains 
$ad ſhowers of ſwear , the fruits of fruirleſs pains : 
Behold theſe ridges ; ſee what purple furrows 
Thy plough has made ; O think upon thoſe ſorrows 
That once were thine ; wilt thou not be woo'd 
To Mercy by the charms of ſweat and Blood ? 
Canſt thou forget that drowſfie mount , wherein 
Thy dull Diſciples ſleep , was not my Sin 
There puniſh'd in thy Soul? did not this brow 
Then ſwear in thine ? were not thoſe drops enovw ? 
Remember Golgotha , where that ſpring-tide 


Oretlow'd thy foveraign Sacramental fide : 
| K 3 There 
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There was no fin, there was no guilt in thee 

Thar caus'd thoſe pains; thou fwear'tt, thou bledit for me, 
Was there not Biood enough , when one ſmall drop 

H-d pow'r to ranſom thouſand werids, avd ſtop 


Tic moitiz of Juſtice? Lord , I-bled before ſhi 
In ty dcecp wounds 3 can jvilice challenge more ? bec 
Or act i!;517 vainly labour to nedge m bo: 
Thy 07:67 from my des ? my Biood 1s thin, M) 
And thy tree beunty ſcorns ſuch eafte thrift 3 pn 


N->.. no, thy Blood came not as love but gift, 

But nut 1 ever grind ? And muſt I carn 

Nothing but ſtripes ? O wilt thou difalrern | 

The reſt thou gav'ſt ? Haſt thou perus'd the curſe 
Thou lajd'ſt on 41ans fall , and made 1t worſe ? 
Can! thou repent of Mercy ? Heav'n thought good 
Loft tan ſhould feed in ſweat ; not work 1n Blood : 
Why doſt thou wound th* already wounded breaſt ? 
Ah me ! my life is but a pain at belt : 

F am but dymg duſt : my day's a ſpan 3 

Whar pleaſure rak'ſ thou in the Blood of Man ? 
Spare . ſpare thy ſcourge , and be not lo auſtere , 
Send fewer ſtroaks, or lend more ſtrength to bear, 
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S. BERN, Hom. 81. Cant, 


Miſerable man ! wh? ſhall deliver me from the 12hyoach of this 
ſhameſul bondage ? I am a miſerable man but a free man ;, free , 
becauſe a man 5 miſerable , becauſe a ſervant. In vegar1 of my 
bondage , miſerable ;, in regard of my will, inexculable : For 
my will, that was free , biſlaved it ſelf to ſin , by aſſenting to 
fin ; for be that committeth ſin is the ſervant to ſite __. 


EPIG. 4. 


Tax not thy God : Thine own defaults did urge 

This two-fold puniſhment; the mill, the ſcourge. 

Thy fin's the authour of thy ſelf-rormenting : 

Thou grind'ſt for finning ; (courg'd for nor repenting. 
f 4 
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We 


V. 
JOB 10. 9g. 


Remember I beſeech thee, that thou haſt made 


me, 4s the clay, and wilt thou bring me to 
duſt again £ 


Hus from the boſom of the new made Earth 
Poor man was delv'd, and had his unborn birth ; 
The fame the ſtuff, rhe ſelf ſame hand doth trim 
The plant that fades, the beaſt thar dies , and him: 
One was their Sire, one was their common Mother, 
Plants are his Siſters , and the beaſt his Brother, 
The Elder too 3 beaſts draw the ſelf-ſame breath, 
Wax old alike, and die the ſ(elf-ſame death : 
Plants grow as he , with fairer-robes arrat'd ; 
Alike they flouriſh, and alike they fade : 
The beaſt in ſenſe exceeds him , and in growth , 
The three ag'd Oak doth thrice exceed them both 2 
Why look'ſt thou then ſo big , thou little ſpan 
Of Earth? what art thou-more 1n being man ? 
I, but thy great Creator did inſpire 
My choſen Earth , with thy diviner fire 
Of reaſon; gave me judgment and a will : 
That, to know good; this , to chooſe good from ill : 
He put the reigns of pow'r 1n my free hand , 
And juriſdi&ion over Sea and Land, 
He gave me art to lengthen our my ſpan 
Of life, and made me all, in being man : 
I, but thy paſſion has committed treaſon 
Apainſt the ſacred perſon of thy reaſon : 
Thy judgment is corrupe , perverſe thy will; 
That knows no good , and this makes choice of ill : h 
| The 
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B 
The greater height ſends down the deeper fall ; 
And good declin'd turns bad ,. turns worſt of all. 
Say thien , proud inch of living Earth , what can 
Thy greatneſs clatm the more 1 being wan ? ” 


O bur my Soul tranſcends the pitch of nature , 
Born up by th' Image of her high Crearor ; 
Ovrt-braves the lite of reaſon , and beats down 
Her waxcn wings , kicks off her brazen crown. 
My hearr's a living Temple i entercain 

The King of Glory , and his glorious train : 
How can [ mend my ntle then ? where can 
Ambition find a higher ſtile than man ? 

Ah , but that Image is defac'd and (oll'd : 

Her Temple's raz'd , her Altars all defil'd ; 
Her veſſels are polluted and diſtain'd 

With cloathed luft , her ornaments prophan'd ; 
Her Oyl-forſaken lamps , and hallow'd tapours 
Pur our 2 her incenſe breaths unſav'ry vapours: 
Why (welPſt thou then (© big , thou licrle (pan 
Of Earth ?: whar art thou more in being man ? 
Eternal Potrer , whoſe bleft hands d1d lay 

My courſe foundation from a fod of clay , 
Thou know'lt my ſlender veſſel's apt to leak 
Thou know'ft my Writtle temper*s prone to break; 
Are my*Bones brazil , or my fleſh of Oak ! 

O, mend what thou haſt made , what I have broke : 
Look , look with gentle Eyes , and in thy day 
' Of vengeance , Lord , remember I am clay. 


S. AUGUST, 
v Bl 
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S. AUGU5T, Solilcq. 32 


Shall I as , who mare me ? It was thou that maaesl me , 
without whom nothing was made : Thou art my maker , and 
I thy wirh. I thank thee , my Lord G14 , by whom lite, 
and by whom all things ſubſet, becauſe thou made/t me + 1 thank 
thez, O my Potter, bzcauſt thy hands have made me, becauſe 
thy bands have formed mes 


EPIG. $. 


Tf Why felt thou , man , puft up with-fame and purſc ? 
TIY art better Earth . but born to dig the worle : 
Thou cam'ſt from Earth, to Earth thou muſt return, 
And art but Earth caſt from the Womb to turn, _ 
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VI. 
_ JOB 7. 20. 


I have ſinned , what ſhall I do unto thee, O 
thou preſerver of men 3 why doſt thou ſet 


me , 4s a mark againſt thee 2 


Ord , I have done; and Lord, I have miſdone 

'Tis folly ro conteſt , to ſtrive with one 
That is too ſtrong 3 ris folly to aſſail 
Or prove an arm , that will , that muſt prevail. 
I've done, I've done ; theſe trembling hands have thrown 
Their daring weapons down : the day's thine own : 
Forbear to ſtrike where thou haſt won the field. 
The palm , the palm is thine : I yield , I yield. 

treach'rous hands that were ſo vainly bold 
To try a thriveleſs combat, and to hold 
Self-wounding weapons up , are now extended 
For Mercy from thy hand ; that knee that bended 
Upon her gardleſs guard doth now repenr 
Upon his naked floor 3 See both are benr , 
And ſue for pity : O my ragged wound | 
Is deep and deſp'rate , 1t is drench'd and drown'd 
In Blood and briny tears : It doth begin 
To ſtink without and putrefie within. 
Ler that vitorious hand thar now appears 
Juſt in my Blood , prove gracious ro my tears : 
Thou great preſerver of preſumptuous man , 
What ſhall I do ? what fatisfa&ion can 
Poor duſt and aſhes make ? O if that Blood 

yet remains unſhed were halt as good 

As Blood of oxen; if my Death might tc 
An effering to arone my God 2nd me x 


| would 
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T woul4 diſdain injurious life and ſtand 

A ſuiter to be wounded from thy hand, 

But may thy wrongs be meaſur'd bv rhe ſpan 

Of life? or balanc'd with the Blood of Man ? 

No, no, <ternul fin expects for guerdon , 
E.rcraal penance , or cternal pardon : 

Lay down thy weapons, turn thy wrath away , 
And pardon him that hath no price to pay ; 
Enlarge that Soul , which baſe preſumprion binds ; 
Thy juſtice cannot loſe what Mercy finds : 

O thou that wilr not bruiſe t}:c broken reed , 

Rub not my ſores, nor prick the wounds that bleed; 
Lord, if the pceviſh infant fights and flies, 

With unpar'd weapons , at his Mothers Eyes , 
Ker frowns (half mixt with ſmiles) may chance to ſhery 
An angry love-trick on his arm , or fo ; 

Where 1f the Babe bur make a lip and cry , 

Her heart begins to melt, and by, and by 

| She coaks his dewy-cheeks; her Babe the bliffes , 
And choaks her language wich a thouſand Kk iiles : 

F am thar child 3 Lo , here I proftrace ly , 
Pleading for Mercy ; I repent and cry 

For gracious pardon : let thy gentle Ears 

Hear that in words , what Morhers judpe in tears : 
See not my frail:ics , Lord , but through my fear , 
And look on cv'ry treſpals through a rear : 

Then calm thy anger , and appear more mild ; 
Remember , th' art a Father, I, a Child, 


S, BERN, 
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S. BERN. Cer. 21. in Cant. 


Miſerable man Who ſhall deliver me from the repraach of 
this ſhameful bondage ? I am a miſzyable man, bit a free man 2 
Free , becauſe libe to God 5 miſerable , becauſe againſt Gad : 

0 lveper of man bind , why bait thou ſet me as a mark againſt 
thee 2 I jit me , becauſe thou haſt not lindred me + It 
us jſt that thy Enemy (hould be my Enemy, aud that he who re- 
pugneth thze , (hould riyugn me : 1 who am againſt thee, am 


againſt my (elf. 


EPIG. 6. 


N, © But form'd , and fight? but born, and then rebel ? 
How (mall a blaſt will make a bubble ſwell ? 

But dare the floor affront the hand thar laid 1t ? 

S0 apt is duſt to fly in's face that made jr, 
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JOB 13. 24- 


Wherefore hideſt thou thy face, and holdeſt me 
for thine Enemy £ 


WW doſt thou ſhade thy lovely face ; Q why 
Does that eclipfing hand ſo long deny 
The Sun-ſhine of my Soul-enliv'ning Eye ? 


Without thar Light , what Light remains in me ” 
Thou art my Life, my Way , my Light, in Thee 
I live, I move, and by thy beams I ſee : 


Thou art mv Life , Tf thou but turn away R 
My life's a thouſand deaths : thou art my Fay : 
Without thee , Lord , I travel not , but ftray. 


My Light thou art 3 without thy glorious fight , 
Mine Eyes are darkned with perpetual Night. _ 
My God , thou att my ay, tny Life , my Light- 


Thou art my Way 3 I wander, if thou flie : 
Thou art my Light 3 if hid how blind am | ? 
Thou art my Life 3 If thou withdraw , I die. 


Mine Eyes are blind and dark ; I cannot ſee 3 
To whom or whither ſhould my darkneſs flee , 
But to the Light ? And who's that Lzght bur Thee ? 


My path is loſt ; my wandring ſteps do ſtray ; 

I cannot ſafely go , nor ſafely ſtay ;, 

Whom ſhould I ſeek , bur Thee, my Path , my Way? 
RR. 
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O., Tamdead: to whom ſhallI, poorl, 
Repair? to whom ſhall my ſad aſhes fly 
But Life ? And where is Liſe but in thine Eye? 


And yet thou turn'ſt away thy face, and flieſt me ; 
And yet I ſue for grace, and thou deny'ſt me ; 
Speak , art thou angry, Lord, or only try'ſt me? 


Unskreen thoſe heav'nly lamps , or tell me why 
Thou fhad'ft thy face? perhaps thou think'ſt no Eye 
Can view thoſe flames and nor drop doivn and die. 


If that be all, ſhine forth and draw thee nigher 3 
Let me behold and die, for my defire 
Is Phenzx-like to periſh 1n that fire. 


Death conquer'd Laz,7:45 was redeem'd by thee: 
If T amdead, Lord, ſer deaths priſoner free ; 
Am I more ſpent , or ſtink I worſe than he ? 


If my pufc life be out , give leave to tine 
My ſhameleſs ſnuff at that bright Lamp of thine ? 
O what's thy Light the leſs for lightning mine ? 


If T have loſt my Path , Great Shepherd , ſay, 
Shall I ſtill wander in a doubtful way ? 
Lord , ſhall a Lamp of 1/*els ſheepfold firay ? 


Thou art the Pilgrims Path , the blind mans Ze; 
The dead mans Lije z on thee my hopes rely z 
If thou remove, I err; I grope; I die. 


Diſcloſe thy Sun-beams; cloſe thy wings , and ſtay ; 
See, ſee how I amblind, anddead, and ſtray , 
© thou that art my Light, my Life, my Way. 
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S. AUGUST. Solilog. cap. r. 


Raikloes, I 55 


why doft thou. bide thy face ? happily thou wilt ſay , none 
can ſee thy face and live: Ah Lord, let me die, that 1 may ſee 
thees let me ſee thee, that I may diz : 1 would not live, bit 
die ; that I may ſee Chriſt , 1 deſire death; that 1 may live 
with Chriſt, I deſpiſe life. 


ANSELM, Med, cap. 5. 


0 excellent hiding : which is become my perſeftion ! My 
God thou hideſt thy treaſure , to kindle my defere 3 thou hideſi 
thy pearl , to inflame the ſeeker; thou delayſt to give , that 
thou maiſt teach me to zmportine 5, ſeem'ſt not to hear , to make 
me perſevere. 


EPIG. 7. 


If heay'ns all guickning Eyes vouchſafe to ſhine 

Upon our Souls , we flight; if not , we whine : 

Our EquinoRtal hearts can never lie 

Secure , beneath the Tropicks of that Eye. Sag 
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VIIT. 


JER. 9.'1. 


0 that my h-a4 wre waters, and mine Fyes 
a Fountain of tears, that [ might weep 
Dy and Night. 


That mine Eyes were ſprings,and could transform 
Their drops to Seas! my fight into a itorm 
Of Zeal , and tacred violence , wherein 
This la'Yring veſjel laden with her Sin, 
Might ſuffer ſudden ſhipwrack , and be (plir 
Upon thar Rock , where my drench'd Soul may fit 
Orewelm'd with p'cnteous paſſion 3 O and there 
Drop , Drop , inro an everlaſting rear ! 
Ah me! that ev'ry ſliding vein that wanders 
Through this vaſt Iſle , did work her wild Meanders 
In brackiſh tears inſtead of Blood , and ſivell 
This fleſh with holv Dropfics, from whoſe Well, 
Made warm with fighs, may fume my waiting breath, 
WhilR I diifolve in ſtreams, and reek to Death! 
Theſe narrow ſluces of my dribling Eves 
Are much roo (treight for thoſe quick ſprings that riſe 
And hourly fl] my Temples ro ine OP 3 
I eajnor ſhed for ey'ry fin a drop: 
Great builder of mankind , why haſt thou ſznr 
Such ſwelling floods , and made (o (mall a vent ? 
O that this fleſh had been compor'd of Snow , 
Inſtead of Earth 3 and Bones of Ice, thatſo, 
| L 3 Feeling 
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Feeling the fervor of my Sin ; and loathing 

The fire I feel, I might be thaw'd to nothing ! 

O thou thar didſt , with hopeful joy , entomb 

Me thrice three Moons in thy laborious womb , 
And then with joyful pain , broughr'ſt forth a Son , 
What worth thy labour has thy labour done , 
What was there ? Ah! what was there in my birth 
That could deſerve the eaficft ſmile of mirth ? 

A man was born : alas , and what's a man ? 

A icurtle full of duit , a mealur'd ſpan 

Of flirting time 3, a furniſh'd Pack , whoſe wares 
Are ſullen Griefs, and Soul rormenring Cares : 

A vale of tears; a-veſſcl tunn'd with breath , q 
By tickneſs broacht , to he drawn out by Death : 

A hapleſs helpleſs ching 3 that, born does cry 

To feed , that feeds to live , that lives to die. 

Great God and Man , whoſe Eye , ſpent drops ſo oftcn 

For me that cannot weep enough ; O ſoften 

Theſe marble brains , and ſtrike this tlinty rock 3 

Or , if the muſick of thy Peters Cock 

Will more prevail, fill , fill my hearkning Ears 

With that ſiveet ſound , "that 1 may melt 1n tears ? 

I cannot weep unrnl thou broach mine Eye 3 : 

Or give me vent , or elſe I burſt , and die. 


S, AMBROS 
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S. AMBROS. im Pal. 118. 


He that commits Sins to be wept for , cannot weep for Sins 
committed : And being himſelf moſt lamentable, hath no tears to 
lament his offences. 


NATIANZT. Orat. 3. 
Tears are the deluge of Sin, and the Worlds Sacrifice. 


S. HIE RON. in Eſatam. 


Prayer appeaſes God , but a tear compels him: that moves 
him, bat thas conſtrains him. 


EPIG. 8. 


Erth is an Iſland ported round with Fears; 

The way to Heav'n is through the Sea of rears, 

Itis a HR paſſage , where 1s found 

The wrack of many a ſhip , but no man drown'd, 
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I X. 


PSALM 18. 5. 


The ſorrows of hell compaſſed me about , and 
the ſnares of Death prevented me. 


$ not this Type well cut ? in ev'ry part 

Full of rich cunning ? fil'd with Zevuxian Art ? 
Are not the Hunters , and their Stygian Hounds 
Limm'd full co tli life ? D1dtt ever hear the ſounds 
The Muſick, and rhe lip divided breaths 
Of the ſtrong winded Horn , Rechears , and deaths, 
Done more exatt ? Th? infernal Nimrods hollow ? 
The lawleſs purliews ?: and the Game they follow ? 
The hidden Engines, and the ſnares thar lie 
$0 undiſcaver'd , fo obſecure to th* Eve ? 
The new-drawn net, and her entangled Prey ? 
And him thar clofes 1t ? Beholder , ſay, 
Ft not well done ? icems not an em'lous ſtrife 
Berwixr the rare cut picture and the life ? 
Theſe purliew men are Devils ? and the hounds , 
( Thoſe quick-nos'd Canivals, thar ſcour, the grounds ) 
Temptations and the Game the Fiends purſue , 
Are humane Souls , which till they have 1n view; 
Whoſe fury 1f they chance to (cape , by flying , 
The skilfal Hunter plants his net cloſe lying 
On'th' unſuſpeed Earth, baited wich treaſure , 
Ambitious honour , and ſelf walting pleaſure: 
Where , if the Soul bur ſtoop , death ſtands prepar'd 
To draw the net, and drown the Soul's enſnar'd. Z 

cor 
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Poor Soul! how art thou hurried to and fro ? 

Where canſt thou ſafely ſtay ? where ſafely go ? 

Tf ſtay : theſe hot-mouth'd Hounds are apt to tear thee, 
If go: the ſnares encloſe , the nets enſnare thee : 
What good in this bad World has pow'r Cinvite thee 
A willing Gueſt? wherein can Earth delight thee ? 
Here pleaſures are but itch : Her wealth, but Cares : 
A World of Dangers, and a World of ſnares: 

The cloſe purſuers bufie hands do plant 

Snares 1n thy ſubſtance ; Suares arrend thy want 3 
Snares in thy credit ; Snares in thy diſgrace ; 

Snares 1n thy high eſtate ; Snares in chy baſe ;, 

Snares tuck thy bed ; and Snares ſurround thy boord ; 
Snares watch thy rhoughts ; and Snares atrach thy word ; 
Snares in thy quiet; Snares 1n thy commotion 3 

Snares 1n thy dyet; Snares 1n thy devotion ; 

Snares lurk 1n thy reſolves 3 Snares in thy doubt, 
Snares lie within thy heart , and Snares withour , 
Snares are above thy head, and Snares beneath , 
Snares 1n thy ſickneſs , Snares are in thy death : 

O , if theſe purliews be o full of danger, | 
Great God of hearts , the worlds ſole ſov*raign Ranger , 
Preſerve thy Deer, and let my Soul be bleſt 

In thy ſafe Forreſt , where I ſeck for reſt : 

Then let the Hell-hounds roar , I fear no 1ll, 

Rouze me they may , but haycno pow'r to kill. 
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S..AMBROS,. lib. 4. in cap. 4. Luce. 


The reward of honours » the height of power , the delicacy of 
diet, and the beauty of an barlot are the ſnares of the Devil. 


S. AMBROS. de hono mortis. 


Whilſt thou ſeekeſt pleaſures , thou runneſt into ſnares , for 
the Eye of the harlot is the ſnare of the Adulterer. 


SAVANAR, 


In eating he ſets bfore us Gluttony 3 in generation , luxury : 
in labour , fluggiſhneſs : in converſing , envy : in governing, 
covetouſneſs : #n correfling , anger : in honour , prade : inthe 
beart , be ſets evil thoughts : in the mouth, evil words: in 
afrions , evi: works: when awake, be moves us to "evil 
ations : when aſleep , to filthy drgams, 


we 


EPIG. 6. 


Be ſad , my Heart , Decp dangers wait thy mirth: 
Thy Soul's way-laid by Sea , by Hell, by Earth : 
Hell has her hounds : Earth , ſnares , the Sea a ſhelf; 


Bur moſt of all, my heart , beware thy (elk, 
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X, 


PSALM 143. 2. 


Enter not into judgment with thy Servant ; 
for in thy light ſhall no man living be 
juſtified, 


Fiſus, Tuſtict, Sun. 


Fs. —_ forth the pris ner, Juſtice. 7. Thy commands 
Are done, juſt Judge : Sce here the prigner Rands. 

74. What has the pris'ner done ? Say z what's the cauſe 
Of his commitment ? 7u/t. He hath broken rhe laws 
Of his roo gracious God 3 conſpir'd the death 
Of that great Majeſty that gave him breath , 

And heaps tranſgreflion , Lord , upon tranſgreflion.. 

74. How know'ſt thou this ? -7u. Ev'n by his own confeſ- 
Bis fins are crying 3 and they cry'd aloud ! ( fion : 
They cry'd to heav'n, they cry'd to heav'n for Blood. 

74 What ſayſt thou ſinner ? haſt thou ought to plead, 
That Sentence ſhould not paſs ? hold up thy head , 

And ſhew thy brazen , thy rebelltous face. 

Sin. Ahne! 1 dare not : I'm too vile and baſe 
To tread upon the Earth, much more, to lift 
Mine Ei es ro heav*n ; I need no cther ſhrifr 
Than mine own conſcience; Lord I m :{t confefs , 

Tam no more than duſt , and no whit leſs 

my indi&menr ſtiles me ;, Ah, it thou 
Search 100 ſevere , with too ſevere a brow , 
Whar fleſh can ſtand ; I have tranſgrelt thy laws 3 
My merits plead thy vengeance 3 not my caule : 


4 Tufts 
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Tub Lord ſhall I ſtrike the blow ? eſe Hold » Juſtice) 
Sinner, ſpeak on ; what haſt thou more to ſay ? (ſtayi 


Sin. Vile as I am, and of my (elf abhorr'd, 
T am thy handy-work, thy creature, Lord, 
Stampt with thy glorious Image , and ar firſt , 
Moſt like to thee , though now a poor accurſt 
Convicted Caitiff, and degen'rous creature , 
Here trembling at thy bar. 7ſt. Thv faulc's the greater ; 
Lord ſhall I ſtrike the blow? 7eſ. Hold, Juſtice , ſtay, 
Speak ſinner : haſt thou nothing more to ſay ? 

Sin. Nothing but Mercy, Mercy ; Lord my ſtate 
Is miſerably poor and deſperate ; 
I quire renounce my ſelf, the World , and flee 
From Lord to 7eſas ; from thy (elf, to thee , 

Fuſt, Ceaſe thy vain hopes 3 myangry God has vow'd; 
Abuſed Mercy muſt haye Blood for Blood : 
Shall I yet ftrike the blow ? 72. Stay, Juſtice, hold 3 
My bowels yearn , my fainting Blood grows cold , 
To view the trembling wretch ? Methinks , I ſpie 
My Fathers Image in the pris'ners Eye. | 

Zuſt. T cannot hold. Feſ: Then turn thy thirſty blade 
Into my fides : let there the wound be made : 
Chear up, dear Soul ; redeem thy life with mine : 
My Soul ſhall ſmart 3 my heart ſhall bleed for thine. 

Sin O groundlefs deeps ! O love beyond degree! 
TY offended dies , to ſet th* offender free. 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. 


Lord, If 1 have done that , for which thou mayeft damn me ; 
thou haſt not loſt that whereby thou mayſt ſave me : Remember 
not , [wert Felus, thy juſtice againii the ſinner , but thy be- 
nignity towards thy Creature : Remember not to proceed againſt 
a guilty Soul , but remember thy Mercy towards a miſcrable 
wretch : forget the inſolence of the provoker , and behold the 
miſery of the -#nvoker 3 for what 1s Jeſus but a Saviow' ? 


ANSELM. 


Have reSpect to what thy Son hath done for mr, and forget 
what my Sins bave done againft thee : My fleſh bath provobed 
thee to vengeance 3 let the fleſh of Chrift move thee to Mercy © 
it s much that my rebellions have deſerved 3 bit it 3s more that 
ty Redeemer bath merited. 


E PIG. 10, 


(ST, Mercy of mercies ! He that was my drudpe 


k now my Advocate , is now my ſudge : 
tie ſuffers, pleads, and ſentences, alone : 
Three I adore , arid yet adore bur One. 


X TI, 
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X I. 
PSALM 69. 15. 
let the deeps ſwallow me up. 


ly Heart's the Sea-mans Card , whereby ſhe ſails ; 


Wh) looſeaffeRions are the greater Sails 


Top«atl is my Fancie , and the Gufts 
That fill theſe wanton ſheets , are worldly Luſts. 
ris the Cable , ar whoſe end appears 


"Whe Anchor hope , nev'r \lip'd bur 1n our fears : 
Wy will's th* unconſtant Pilor , that commands 


he ftagg'ring Keel ; my Sins are like the Sands : 
pentance 1s the Bucket , and' mine Eye 
& Pump , unus'd ( but 1nextremes ) and dry : 
Conſcience is the Plummet that doch preſs 
edeeps , but ſeldom cries, A fathom leſs : 
oth Calm's ſecurity 3 the Gulf, deſpair 3 __ 
Fraught's corruption, and this Life's my fatr : 
Soul's the Paſſenger, confus'dly driv'n 
oipfear to fright; her landing Port 1s Heaven. 
Seas are ſtormy , and my Ship doth leak 3 
Sailers rude 3 my Steers-man faint and weak: 
Canvas torn , 1t flaps from fide to fide ; 
Gble's crackt, my Anchor's ſlightly ty'd , 
Pilot's craz'd , my ſhipwrack-Sands are cloak'd ; 
Bucket's broken, and my Pump 1s choak'd 
Gim's deccirful; and my Gulf too near 3 
fWaresare flubber'd, and my Fare's too d a: : 
Pammer's light , it cannor fink nor {ound ; 
| my Rock-bechrearned Soul be drown'd ; 
M 
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& not the Water-floods overflow me, neither 


He World's a Sea; my fleſh a Ship thar's man'd 
With lab'ring thoughts, and ſteer'd by reaſons hand 3 


Lord , 


' 70 Emblems. Book all 


Lord , ſtill the Seas, and ſhield my Ship from harm ; 
Inſtra& my. Sailours, guide m nm 
Touch thou my Compaks, renew my Sails , 
Send fiiffer courage or ſend milder gales ; 

Make ſtrong thy Cable ; bind my Anchor faſter 3 
Dire& my Piloe, and be thou his Mafter ; 

ObjeR the Sands to my more ſerious view, 

Make ſound my Bucket, bore my Pump anew ; 

New caſt my Plummet, make ir apt to try 
Where the Rocks lurk, and where the Quick-ſands lie; ' 
Guard thou the Gulf with love , my Calms with Care ; 
Cleanſe thoy my fraught 3 accept my ſlender Fare. 


Refreſh the Sea-fick Jour 4 on cut ſhort 
His Voyage ; land him in his wiſhed Port : 


zz 2 > 


Thou, PE addin et obey , 
That through the deep » hp” pom Iſr'el way , 
Say to my Soul, be Eye 


Shall ſcorn grim death, drhough m m—_—_ ftand by. 
O thou whole ſtrengeh-reviving Arm did cheriſh 

Thy finking Peter , at the point to periſh , 

Reach forth th hand , or bid me tread the wave , 

I'll come , I'll come : the voice that calls will ſave. 


= Book. LI. Emblems. I7s 
S. AMBROS. Apol. poft. pro David. Cap, 3. 


The confluence of luſts makes a'griat tempeſt, which in this ſeg 
diflurbeth the ſta-ſaring ſoul, that reaſon cannot govern it. 


S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. Cap. 35. 


we labout in a boyfitrous Sta : Thou ftandeſt upon the ſhore 
aad ſreft our dangers : Give 1s Grace to hold a middle courſt 
hitwizt Scylla and Charybdis , that both dangers eſcaped , we 
md) arrive at our Port ſecure. 


EPIG. 1t. 


7 bl 
falſe coaſts; O keep aloof; rhere's danger ; 
forth thy plummet 3 ſee a rock appears 3 
Thy ſhip wants ſea-room 3 make it with thy tears | 
3 A M 2 XIL 


0 that thou wouldſt protect me 

| tect, ; 

araveand huleme ml fovche 
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Wo 
JOB 14. 13. 


0 that thou wouldſt hide me in the grav: that 


thou wouldſt keep me ſecret until thy wrath 
be pait ! 


whither ſhall I flie z what path untrod 
Shall I feek out to ſcape the flaming rod * 
of my offended , of my angry God ? | 


Where ſhall I ſojourn ? what kind fea will hide © 
- I My head from thunder ? Where ſhall I abide , 
Until his flames be quench'd or laid afide ? 


| What, if my feet ſhould take their haſty flight So 
And ſeek proceRion in the ſhades of Night ? | 
Alas , no ſhades can blind the God of Light. 


What , if my Soul ſhould take the wings of day F 
And find ſome deſart ? if ſhe ſpring away ,.. 
The wings of vengeance clip as faſt as they, | 


What, if ſome ſolid rock ſhould entertain 
My frighted Soul ? Can ſolid rocks reſtrain 
The ſtroke of Juſtice, and not cleave in twain ? 


Nor Sea, nor Shade, nor Shield, nor Rock, nor Cave, 
\ Porfilent Deſarrs, nor the ſullen Grave , 


Mere flame-ey'd fury means to ſmite , can ſave. 


;. I Jſhe Seas will part , Graves open , Rocks will ſplir : 
& Shiled will cleave 3 the frighted ſhadows flic ; 
tere Juſtice aims , her fiery darts muſt hit. 


$ No, 


"9 


we Emblems, Book}? 
No, no, if ftern-brow'd vengeance means to thunder , 


There is no place above , beneath , nor under , 
$0 cloſe , but will unlock , or rwe in ſunder. 


'Tis vain to flee: 'tis neither here nor there 
Can ſcape that hand wkil chat hatd forbear ; 
Ah me ! Where is he not, that's every where ? 
'B vaniry eofly 5 ff gemtle Mercy (hem 

Her berrer the? the farther off ne'gs , 

The ſwing of Juſtice deals the mighter blow. 


Th' ingenuous Child , correRed , doth not flic 
His angry Mothers hand , but clings more nigh , 
And quench&s with his teart her flaming Rye. 


Shadows are faithleſs , and the rocks are falſe ; 
No truſt in braſs ; to truft in marble walls ; 
Poor cots are eyert as (afe as Princes halls, 


Great God , there is no ſafety here blow z 
Thou art my Forrfe(s, chou ſeern'ſt my foe, 
*T1s thou thar ftrak'ſi the ſtroke, rnouſt guard the dlow- 


Thou art my God ; by thee I fall or ſtand ; 
Thy grace hath giv'n me comrage to withſtand 
All tortures , but my confcienee awd thy hand. 


T know thy Juſtice is thy ſelf ; I know , 
ſt God, thy very ſelf s Mercy too ; 
f nor to thee, where ? Whither ſhould I go ? 


- 3-3 * 3. 


Then work thy will? If paſſion bid me flee , 
My reaſon ſhall obey 5 ty wings fhalf be 
Stretche our no further tate from thelt to thee. 


S. AUGUST. 


Gn 
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S, AUGUST. in Plal. 33+ 


whither flie 1 ? To what place can 1 Yafuly flie ? To what 
nountain ? To what den? To what flrong Houſe ? What Caſtle 
I bold ? What walls ſhall bold me ? Whither ſorver 1 go , 
my ſelf followeth me : For whatſoever thou flieſt , O man, thou 
naiſt , but thy own conſcience : Whereſorver O Lord 1 go, 1 
find thee , 1f angry , 4 Revenger ; if appeaſed , a Redeemer : 
What way have I , but to flie from thee to thit ? That thou mai(t 
avoid thy God , addreſs thee to thy Lord. 


EPIG. 1%, 


lah vengeance found thee ? Can thy fears command 
rocks to ſhield thee from her thund'ring hand ? 
lhow'ſt thou not where to ſcape ? Ill rell thee where 3 
Mf Soul make clean thy conſcience z hige thee there. 
M 4 XIIL 
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Are not my Cv.” Cenſe then and let 
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X17: 
JoB IO. 20. 


Are not miy dayes few: ? Ceaſe then, andfet ne 
alone, that I may bewail my ſelf a little. 


M*” Glaſs-is half unſpent 3 Forbear t arreſt "| 


My thr =_ day too ſoon: my poor requeſt _ 
Is that my Glafs may run but our the reſt. 


Ny time devoured minutes will de done © i 
Without thy help ; ſee, ſee how fwift cheyrun : . 
Cut not my thre before my tlired be ſpun. | 


The gain's not great I purchaſe by ths ſtay 'H hn 
Whar loſs ſuſtain'ſt thou by fo ſmall delay , 
To whom ten thouſand Years are but a day ? 


My following Eye can hardly wake a ſhift | k44? 
To count my winged hours they fly ſo ſwift ,. ., | {; 1, 
They ſcarce deſerve the bounteous name of pſt 


The ſecret wheels of hurrying Time do give 
$o ſhort a warning. , and ſo falt they drive , 
That I am dead before I ſeem to live. 


And what's a Life? a weary Pilgrimage , 
Whoſe glory 1 in ane day doth fill the ſtage 


With Child-hood , Man-hood , and decrepit Age. | 


And what's a Life ? the flouriſhing array 
Of the proud Summer meadaw , which to day 
Wears her green pluſh , and is to morrow hay. 


And what's a Life? A blaſt ſuſtain'd with clothing, 
Maintain'd with food, rerain 'd with vile (elf-lothing , 
I weary of 1t ſelf, again 'd ro nothing, 
Read 
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Book IIf, 
Read on this dial , how the [ſhades devour 
My ſhort-liv'd winters day 3 hout eats up hour ; 
Alas, the totall's but from eight to four. 


Behold theſe Lillies ( which thy hands have made | 
Fair copies of my life , and opeti laid | 
To view) how Gon they droop, how ſoon they fade ! 


Shade not that dial , Night will blind too ſoon ; 


My new-ag' day already points to noon ; 
How fimple 1s my ſitic ! how ſmall my boon ! 


Nor do I beg this ſlender inch , to while 
The time away , or ſafcly to beguile 
My thoughts with joy ; here's nothing worth a ſmile. 


No , no : tis not to pleaſe my wanton Ears 
-Wirh frantick mirth ; I1beg bur hours, nor Years : 
And what thou giv'ſt me , I will give to tears. 


Draw not that Soul which would be rather led ! 
That Sred has yet fit broke my ſerpents head ; 
O ſhall I die before my Sins are dead ? 


Behold theſe rags 3 am I a fitting gueſt 
To taft the dainties of thy royal feaſt , 
With hands and face unwaſh'd , ungirt, undleſt? 


Firſt , let the Jordan ftreams ( that find ſupplies 
From the deep Fountain of my heart ) ariſe, 
And cleanſe my ſpots , and clear thy leprous Eyes. 


T have a World of Sins to be lamented ; 
T have a ſea of tears that muſt be vented : 
© ſpare till then 3 and then I die contented. 


3, AUGUST. 
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S. A UG. lib. de Civit. Dei, Cap. 10. | 


The time wherein 1e live is tab from the Face of our life ; 
and what remaineth is daily made leſs and leſs, in ſo much that 


the time of our life is nothing but a paſſage to Death. 


S. GREG. lib. g. cap. 44 10. Job, 


4s moderate affiiftions bring tears , ſo immoderate takt a- 
way tears 3 in ſo much that ſorrow becometh no ſorrow , which 
ſwelling up the mind of the affiifted y taketh away the ſenſe of 
the affiiftion. | 


# 


EGIP. 13, 


Fear ſt thou to go , when ſuch an Arm invites thee? 
Dread'ſt thou thy loads of Sin ? or what affrights thee ? 
If thou begin to fear , thy fear begins : 

Fool , can he bear thee hence , and nor thy Sins? 
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XIV. 


DEUTER ONOMY 32. 29. 


0 that wen were wiſe , nave that they 5." 


flood this , that they would "conſider their 
latter end, NE 
Fleſh. ge g Spirit, 


Fl, Wi means my Siſters Eye ſo oft to paſs 
Through'the long entry of thar Optick glaſs ? - 
Tell mez what ſecret virtue-doth invite | 
Thy —_—Y eto _ > delight ? 
$}. It helps , makes things remote appear 
j perfe& view 3 It draws the objeRts near. ow 
FI, What ſenſe-delighring obje&s doſt thou ſpie ? 
What doth thar'Glaſs preſent before-thine Eye ? 
$}. I ſee thy foe ,' my reconciled friend, — 
Grim Death , even ſtandingat the Glaſſes end ; { 
His left hand holds a' branch. of Palm 3 his righr 
Holds forth a two-edg'd (word. Fl. A fight 
And is this all? doth thy wifiettive pleate - 4 
Th abuſed fancie with no ſhapes but theſe ? 
$þ, Yes, I behold the dark'ned Sun bereay'n 
Of all his Light , the battlements of Heav'n 
Shelrring in flames ; the Angel-guarded Son 
Of glory on his high Tribunal-Throne ; 
I fee a Brimſtone Sea of boyling fire , 
,And Fiends , with knotred whips of flaming wire , 
'Torrring poor'Souls, that gnaſh their teeth in vain , 
And gnaw their flame tormented tongues for pain. 
Look, Siſter , how the queazy-ſtomack'd Graves 


tl Vomit their dead , and how the purple wayes 


Scall'd 


- 
» $ 59; 
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Scall'd their conſumelefs bodies , ſtrongly curſing 

All wombs for bearing , and all paps for nurſing, 
Fl. Can thy diſtemper'd fancy take delighe 

In view of tortures ? theſe are ſhows t' affright : 

Look in this glaſs triangular ; look here , 

Here's thar will raviſh eyes, Sp. What ſeeſt thou there? 
Fl, The World in colours , colours that diftain 

The cheeks of Proteus , or the filken train 

Of Flora's Nymphs ; ſuch various ſorts af hiew , 

A$ zpring 1x4 never knew 


, and adviſe 
more curious Bycs, 


Ss. BONAVENT 
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S. BONAVENT,. de contempru ſeculi. 


0 that men would be wiſe, underſtand, and ſoreſie 3 Be wiſt , 
to bnow three things : The multitude of thoſt that are to be dam- 
zed : the ſew number of thoſe that are to be ſaved ; and the va- 
tity of tranſitory things : Underſtand three things, the multi- 
tude of Sins , the omiſſion of good things , and the loſs of time: 
Foreſte three things , the danger of Death , the laſt judgment , 
and Eternal puniſhment. 


EPIG, I4 


What Soul, no further yer ? what nev'r commence 
Maſter in Faith ? Still Batchelour of Senſe ? 

Isr ? Or what has made thee 
Oreſlip thy loſt degree ? thy luſts haye ſtaid thee. 


XY. 


— ho 
All.\ \V F 
, 5, 
"Fin 
SL) jo 


O>24D 


| 
Vo 
mY 
1 
SI 
l 


| 
| 
FS DT = 


- 


” 
Cf) 
. 


g Þ Book 111. 


Emblenses. 85 


X V. 
PSALM Zo. 10. 


My life is ſpent with grief, and my gears with 
ſighi 2g. 


WW Hat ſullen Scar rul'd my untimely birth, = 
That would not lend my days one hour of Mirth ? 
How oft have theſe bare knees been bent to gain 
The ſlender alms of one poor ſmile , in vain ? 
How often , tir'd with the faſticious Light, 7 
Have my faint lips implor'd the ſhades of Night ? 1 
How often have my nightly torments pray'd | 2 
For lingring twiligat , glucted with the ſhade ? 
Day worſe than night , nlghr worſe than day appears , 
In fears I ſpend my nights , my days in tears : 
| moan unpitr'd , groan withour relief , 
There is no end nor meaſure of my grief. 
The ſmiling flow'r ſalutes the day z it growes 
lntouch'd with care; ir neither ſpins nor ſowes: 
Othar my redious life were like this flow'r , 
Or freed from grief, or finiſh'd with an hour : 
ET ere? Why was I born a man ? 
And why proportion'd by ſo large a ſpan ? 
Or why ſuſpended by thy common lot , 
And being born to die , why die I not ? 
Ah me! why is my ſorrow-waſted breath 
Dent'd the eafie priviledge of Death ? 
The branded ſlave that rugs the weary oare , 
ins the Sabbath of a welcome ſhore? _ 
ranſom'd ſtripes are heal'd , his native (oil 
Seetens the mem'ry of his _” toll ; 
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But ah! my ſorrows are not half ſo bleſt ; 

My labour finds no point , my pains no reſt: 

T barter fighs for tears , and rears for graans , 
Still vainly rolling Siſyphean ſtones : 

Thou juſt obſerver of our flying hours , 

Thar, with thy Adamantine fangs , devours 
The brazen monuments of renown'd Kings. 
Doth thy glaſs ſtand? Or be thy moulting wings 
Unapt toflie ?. If yot , why doſt thou ſpare 

A willing breaſt ; a breaſt that ſtands ſo fair ? 
A dying breaſt , that hath but only breath 

To beg a wound , and ſtrength to crave a death? 
O that the pleaſed Heav'ns would once diſſolve 
Theſe fleſhly ferters., that fo faſt involve 

My hamp'red Soul ; then would my Soul be bleſt 
From all theſe ills, and wrap her thoughts in reſt: 
Till then , my days are months , my months are years, 
My years are ages to be ſpent in tears : 

My grief's entail'd upon my waſtful breath , 
Which no recov'ry can cut off , but death ; 
Breath drawn in cottages , pufr out in thrones 
Begins , continues , and concludes in groans. 


SY EEE 


INNOCENT» 
I: 
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, INNOCEN T. de vilitate condit. humanz. 


40 who will give mine Eyes a ſountain of tears , that I may - 4 
wail the miſerable ingreſs of mans condition; the ſinſul pro- Fe 
ms of mans converſation , the damnable egreſs in mans diſſe 
lation ? 1 will conſider with tears , whereof man was maat , 
wht man doth, and what man is to do : Alas, be is formed of 
oth, conceived in ſin, born to puniſhment : He doth evil things, 
which are not lawful; Hedoth filthy things , which are not de+ 

cat; He doth vain things , which are not expedient. 


EPIG. 15. 
My heart , Thy life's a debt by Bond , which bears 
iT, Aſecret date; the uſe is Groans and Tears: 
'& Head not 3 uſurious Nature will have all , 
& well the Int'reſt as the Principal. 
7.” N. 2 The 


Emblemes. 


2 hath coueted to deſire thy * 
Her ot ; pſat : Fl : 5 


( 189) 


THE FOUR TH BOOK. 
Sd AOL. 
ROM. 7. 23. 


ſee another Law in my members warring 4- 
gainſt the Law of my mind , and bringing 
me into captivity to the Law of Sin. | 


| I, 
How my will is hurried to and fro, _ 
And how my unreſoly'd reſolves do vary ! 
Iknow not where to fix , ſometimes I go | 
This way , then that , andthen the quice contrary : 
I like , diſlike 3 lament for what I could not ; 
Ido, undo; yet ſtill do what would not. 
And at the ſelf ſame 1nſtant will the thing I would not. 


2, 
Thus are my weather-beaten thoughts oppreſt 
With th* Earth-bred winds of my prodigious will ; 
Thus am T hourly toſt from Eaſt to Weſt - 
Upon the rowling ſtreams of good and 11! : 
Thus am I driven upon theſe ſlipp'ry ſds 
From real ills to falſe apparent goods: 
My life's a troubled Sea , compor'd of ebbs and floods. 


3 
The curious Penman , having trimm'd his page 
With the dead language of his dabled quill , 
Lets fall a heedleſs drop , then in a rage 
Clſhiers the fruits of his unlucky skill ; 
Ev'n ſo my pregnant Soul in th* Infant bud 
Of her beſt thoughts ſhowrs down a coal black flood 


IE by unadviſed ills, and cancels all her good. 


N 3 Some. 
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4 


Sometimes a ſudden flaſh of ſacred heat 
Warms my chill Soul, and ers my thoughts in frame: 
Bur ſoon thart fire is ſhouldred from her ſear 
By luſtful Cpid's much inferjour flame. 
I feel two flames , and yer no flame entire z 
Thus are the mungrel thoughts of mixr defire 
Conſum'd between that heavily and this earthly fire. 


—_ ww, *** — 8  >o% Aw © w%E 
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Sometimes my traſh-diſdaining thoughts out pals 
The common per1od of terrene conceit z 
© then , methinks I (corn the thing I was , 
Whilſt I ftand raviſh'd at my new eſtate: / 
But,whey th? Icarian wings of my deſire \ 
Feel but the warmth of their own native fire , +. 
O then they melt and plunge within their wonted mire, 


6, 


I know the narure of my wav'ring mind ; 
I know the. frailty of my fleſhly will : 
My Pafſtjon's Eagle ey'd; my judgment blind ; 
I know what's good , bur yet take choice of 1ll, 
When th” Oftrich wings of my defires ſhall be 
So dull, 'rhey cannot mount the leaſt degree, 
Yet grant my Soul defire bur of defiring thee. 


©} 


iD, 
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S, BERN. Med. 9. 


My heart is a vain heart, @ vagabond and inſtable heart ;; 
while it is led by its own judgment , and wanting Divine 
cunſel cannot ſubſift in it ſelf ; and whileſt it divers ways ſit 
kth reſt , findeth none , but remaineth miſerable through labour, 
and void of peace : it agretth not with it ſelf5-at diſſenteth 
fron it ſelf 3 'it altereth reſolutions , changeth the judgment , 
franeth new thoughts, pulleth down the old , and buildeth 
them up again : It willeth and willeth not 3; and never remai- 


neth 1 the ſame ſtate. 
S. AUGUST, de verb. Apoſt, 


Whin it would , #t cannot; .becauſe when it might , it would 
wt : Therefore by an evil will man loft his good power. 


ITED 


EPIG. I. 


My Soul , how are thy thoughts diſturb'd , confin'd , 
Enlarg'd berwixt thy members and thy mind : 

Fix here or there ; thy doubt depending caule 

Gn ne'r expe one verdit *twixt two Laws 

N 4 IL 


| 
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Oh that my wayes were directed: to: 
"\ Keege thy ſtatuter. pſal-ng.y = oy 
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Ww Book LV. Emblemes. 193 


I I. 


PSALM 119g: 5. 


0 that my wayes were direded to keep thy 
Statutes. 


I. 
Hus T , the obje& of the Worlds difdaia , 
With Pilgrim pace ſurround the weary Earth : 
l only reliſh what the World counts vain 3 
Her mirth's my grief, her ſullen grief my mirth ; 
Her light my darkneſs 3 and her truth my errour : 
Her freedom is my ”gaol ; and her delight my terrour. 
2. 
Fond Earth ! proportion not my ſeeming love 
To my long ſtay ; let not thy thoughts deccive thee ; 
Thou art my Priſon and my home's above ; 
My life's a preparation bur to leave thee : 
Like one that ſecks a door, I walk about thee : 
With thee I cannot live ; I cannot live without thee. 


The World's a lab'rinth , whoſe anfrauous waves 
are all compos'd of rubs and crook'd Meanders: 
No reſting here 3 He's hurried back that ſtayes 
A thought 3 and he that goes unguided wanders : 
Her way is dark , her path untrod , unev'n; 
5 hard's the way from earth 3 ſo hard's the way to Heaven, 


' 4- 
This gyring lab'rinth is detrench'd abour 
On either hand with ſtreams of ſulph'rous fire , 
Sreams cloſely ſliding , erring in and our, 
Bur ſeeming pleaſant to the fond defcrier 3 
Where if his footſteps truſt their own invention, 
L Re falls withour redreſs , and ſinks without dimenſion. 
Where 
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Where ſhall I ſeek a Guide? where ſhall T meet 
Some lucky hand to lead my trembling paces ? 
What trufty Lanthorn will dire& my feer 
To ſcape the danger of theſe dang'rous places ? 
What hopes have I to paſs withour a Guide ; 
Where one gets ſafely through , a thouſand fall befide. 


6. 


An unrequeſted Star did gently flide 
_ Before the Wiſe-men to a greater Light 
Back-ſliding Ifr'el found a double Guide ; 
A Pillar, and a Cloud ; by Day, by Night : 
Yetin my deſp'rate dangers which be farr 
More great than theirs, I have no Pillar, Cloud , nor 
( Star, 


7. 


O that the pinions of a clipping Dove 
Would cut my paſſage through the empty Aire ; 
Mine Eyes being ſeal'd , how would I mount above 
The reach of danger and forgotten care! 
My backward Eyes ſhould ne'r commir that faulc , 
Whoſe laſting guilt ſhould build a monument of Salt. 


8. 


Great God that art the flowing Spring of Light , 
Enrich mine Eyes with thy refulgent Ray : 
Thov'art my Path ; dire& my ſteps aright 3 
I have no other Light, no other Way : 
Tl truſt my God, and him alone purſue ; 
His Law ſhall be my Path 3 his heavenly Light my Clue. 


S. AUGUST: 


or, 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloqu. Cap. 4. 


0 Lord ; who art the Light, the Way, the Truth , the Life ; 
in whom there 8 no darkneſs , errgur ,' vanity nor Death : the 
Light , without which there is darkneſs; the Way , witout 
which there is. wandring 3, the.tiuth without whi ch thee 1s 
errour 3 the Liſe. without wheth there 3s Death : Say, Lyd, 
let there be Light , "and I ſhall fee Light , and eſchow dirk: 
neſs; I ſhall, t the-way and. td wandring ; 1 ſhall ſn the 
Truth,and [mx evo; 31 ſhall fer Life,and eſcape Death": 1lluni- 
nate , O 5/aminats my blind Soul , which ſitteth in darbnſs , 
and the ſnas bw. of Death : and dirt my feet in thy wa; of 
Peace. 322 Hl | 


* 


Wt 


" EPIG. 2. 


Pilgrim trudge on: what makes thy Soul complain , 
Crowns thy complaint. The way to reſt is pain: 
The road to reſolution lies by doubt : 
The next way home's the fartheſt way abour. 
III, 


- 
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IIL 
PSALM 17. 5. 
Stay my ſteps int thy paths, that my feet do 


ot ſlide. 


I, 
WW Hen ere the old Exchange of profit rings 
Her Silver Saints-bell of uncertain gains , 
My Merchant-ſoul can ftretch both legs and wings , 
How I canrun , and take unwearied pains! 
The charms of profit are ſo ſtrong, that I 
Who wanted legs to go, find wings to flie. 


2. 
If time-beguiling Pleaſure but advance 
Her luſtful trurap, and blow her bold alarms , 
0 how my ſportful Soul can frisk and dance , 
And hug that Syren in her twined arms ! 
The \prightly voice of finew-ſtrengthning pleaſure 
Can lend my bederid Soul both legs and leiſure, 


3» 
If my chance to fill my veins 
With flatt'ring warmth , and flaſh of Courtly fire , 
My Soul can take a pleaſure in her pains : 
My lofty ſtrutting ſteps diſdain to tire ; 
My antick knees can turn upon the hi 
Of Complement , and ſcrue a thoutand cringes 


But when I come to Thee , + God that art 
The Royal Mine of everlaſting treaſure, 
The real honour of my better part , 
And living fountain of eternal pleaſure , 
How nerveleſs are my limbs ! how faint and ſlow?! 
I haye no wings to flie, nor Legs to go. 


$0 
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Gs. 


So when the ſtreams of ſwift-foot Rhene convey 
Her upland riches to the Belgick ſhore , 
The 1dle veſſel ſlides the wat'ry lay 
Wichour the blaſt or tug , of wind , or oar ; 
Her ſlipp'ry keel divides the Silver foame 
With eaſe ; So facil ts the way from home. 


6, 


But whenthe home bound veſſel turns her ſails 
Againſt the breaſt of the reſiſting ſtream , 
O then ſhe ſlugs ; nor ſail , nor oar prevails 3 
The ſtream 15 ſturdy , and her Tide's extream : 
Each ftroke is loſs, and every tug is vain : 
A Boat lengths purchaſe is a league of pain. 


7. 


Great all in all that art my reſt , my home 3 
My way is tedious and my ſteps are flow : 
Reach forth thy helpful hand , or bid me come 3 
I am thy Child , © teach thy Child to go : 
Conjoyn thy ſweer commands to my defire , 
And I will venture , though I fall ortire. 


S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST, Ser. 15. de Verb. Apoſt. 


Br always diſpleaſed at what thou art , if thou defereſt to 
attain to what thou art not : For where thou haſt pleaſed thy 
ſuf, there thou abideſt. But if thou ſayeſt, -1 bave enough, thou 
wriſheſt : Always add , always walk , always proceed ; nei- 
ther tan till, nor go bach , nor deviate : He that flandeth till 
ſe, not 3 He goeth back, that continueth not 3 He devi- 


ith, that revolteth 5 He goeth better that creepeth in his way , 
than be that runneth out of his way. 


E PIG. 3 


ST. not , my Soul, to loſe for want of cunning 3 


cep not 3 Heay'n is not always got by _— 
Thoughts are ſwift, although thy legs be llow ; 
rue loye will creep , not haying ſtrength to go. 


Il'V, 


Emblemes. 


I 'V. 


IE: +"; E _ 
My flech, trembleth r feare of thar-e7.] am 
| Fa of #n/ eh ; Hig. 229. 
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Emblemes. 
LV. 
PSALM I19. 120. 


My fleſh trembleth for fear. of thee , and Iam 
afraid of thy judgements. 


E T, others boaſt of luck, and go their ways 
ELWith their fair game ; know yengeance ſeldom plays 
Tobe too froward , but doth wiſely frame 
fr backward Tables for an after-game : 
he gives thee leave to venture many a plot; - 
|, for her own advantage , hits thee not; 
when her pointed Tables are made-fair , 
Tat ſhe be ready for thee, then beware 
ſhen , if a neceſſary blot be ſet , 
hits thee 3 wins the Game . ance the ſet 3 
folp'rous chances make thy catting high , 
wiſely remp'rate 3 caſt a ſerious Eye 
aher-datgers , and keep back thy game; - 
worward ſeed-times make thy harveſt lame : i 
kft-hand Fortune give thee. left-hand chances , 
wiſely patient ; let no envious glances 
Fine to view thy Gamefters heap (o fair 3 
TW hindmoſt hound takes oft the doubling Hare. 
* Worlds great Dice are falſe; ſometimes they go 
eamly high , ſometimes extreamly low: 
W her Gameſters he that plays the leaſt, 
$ moſt at caſe , plays moſt ſecure and beſt : 
way to win, is to play fair , and (wear 
e 


t Y. elf a Seryant to the Crown of fear : os: 
'* Fe 
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Fear is the Primmer of a Gameſters skill : 

" Who fears nor Bad ſtands moſt unarm'd to II : 
The Il that's wiſely fear*d , 1s half withſtood ; 
And fear of Bad is the beſt foyl to Good : 

True Fear's th Elixir, which in daies of old 
Turn'd Leaden Croſſes into Crowns of Gold : 
The Worlds the Tables; Stakes, Eternal life ; 
The Gameſters , Heav'n and I ; Unequal ſtrife ! 
My Fortnnes are my Dice , whereby I frame 

My indiſpoſed Life : this Life's the Game 3 

My Sins are ſev ral Blots ; the Lookers on 

Are Angels; and in death the Game is done : 
Lord , Fm a Bungler , and my Game doth grow 
Still more and more unthap'd ; my Dice run low : 
The Stakes are great; my careleſs Blots are many 3 
And yet thou paſſeſt by, and hic'ſt not any : 

Thou art too ſtrong 3 and I have none to guide me: 
Wirth the leaſt jog ; the lookers on deride me : 

Tr 1s a Conqueſt undeſerving Thee , 

Towin a ſtake from ſuch a Worm as me : 

T have no more to loſe ; If we perſever, 

'Tis loſt ; and that once loſt Pm loſt for ever. 
Lord , wink at faults , and benor too ſevere, 
And I will play my Game with greater fear ; 

O give me Fear, ere Fear has paſt her date: 
Whoſe blot being hit, then fears, fears then too late, 


S. BER! 
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S. BERN. Ser. $54 in Cant. 


There is nothing ſo efſefFual to obtain Grace , to retain Grace - 
and to regain Grace , as always to be found before God not 6+ 
ver-wiſe , but to fear * Happy art thou if thy heart be repleniſhed 
with three fears 3, a ſear for received Grace, a greater ſear ſor 
hoſt Grace , a greateſt fear to recover Grace. 


S. AUGUST. ſuper Pal. 


Preſent ſoar begetteth Eternal ſecurity : Fear God , which it 
dbove all , and no need to fear man at all. 


5 ny 
_ 
> 


"HD EPIG. 4 | 
Lord, ſhall we grumble when thy flames do ſcourge us ? 
KR ET AA ern 
Lord , What an Alchymiſt art thou , whoſe kill 
Tranſmues ts perfe& Good hom perthlk Ht! 
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V. 
yy, PSALM 119. 37. 


| Turn away mine eyes from regarding vanity. 


I. 
O W like the threds of flax 
-& Thartouch the flame , are my inflam'd defires * 
How like to yielding wax 
| My Soul ditolyes before theſe wanton fires } 
| The fire but rouch'd , the flame bur felt , 
Like Flax , I burn; like wax, I melt 


2, he.” 


0 how this fleſh doth draw 
« My ferter'd Soul to thar deceitful fire ! 
And how the Eternal. Law. 
ks baffled by che Law of my defire ! 
How truly bad , how ſeeming good 
Are all the Laws of Fleſh and Blood ! 


3 
0 wretched ftate of men, 
The height of whoſe ambirion is to borrow 
What muſt be paid again | 
With griping 1nt'reit of the next days ſorrow ! 
; How wild his thoughts! How apt to range ! 
How apt to vary ! Apt to change! 


OC C—_—— ——— tt 


How intricate and nice 
ls mans perplexed way to mans defire ! 
metimes upon the Ice 
fle flips, and ſometimes falls into the fire; 
| His progreſs isextream and bold , 
V, gr very hot, or very cold. 
? ON A O 3 
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Go 
| The common food he doth - i 
Suftain his Soul-rormenting thoughts withal , fr, 
Is Honey in his mouth | . 


To night , and in his heart , to morrow gall ; 
' *Tis oftentimes , within an hour , 
Both very ſweet and very ſowre. 


6. 


If Geet Corinna ſmile, © 
A Heay'n of jay breaks down into his heart: * F 
Corinna frown 'a while ? 
Hells tormentrs are bur copies of his ſmart : 
Within a luſtful heart doth dwell 
A ſeeming Heay'n , a very Hell. 


7 


Thus worthleſs, vain , and void 
OF. comfort , are the Fruits of Earths employment , 
* Whiche're they be enjoy'd, | 
Diſtrat us , and deſtroy us in th* enjoyment 3 
' Theſe he the pleaſures that are priz'd 

When Heay'ns cheap pen'worth ftands deſpis'ds 


8. 


Lord, quench theſe haſty flaſhes , 
Which darrt as lightning from the thund'ring skics , 
" And every minute daſhes - 
Againſt the wanton windows of mine Eyes : 
© Lord, cloſe the caſement , whilſt I ſtand 
Rehind the cutrain ef thy hand. 


+ ww qc * 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. Soliloq. Cap. 4. 


O thou Sun that zlluminateft both Reauven and Earth! 
Wo be unto thoſe Eyes which. do not behold thee : Wo be unto thoſe 
blind Eyes which cannot behold thee : wo be unto thoſe which 
$wn away their Eyes that they will not behold thee + Wo be unto 
thoſe that turn away ther Eyes that they may behold vanity. 


S. CHR Y S. ſup. Mart. 19.. 


What us the evil Woman but the Enemy of ſriend{hip , an una- 
vidablepain,a neceſſary miſchief,a natural tempt ation,a deſrrable 
ulanity, a domeſtich danger, a delefable inconvenience, and 
the nature of evil painted over with the colour of. good. 


” 


EPIG. %. 


'Tis vain , great God, to cloſe mine Eyes from Ill , 
When I reſolve to keep the 01d man ſtill : 
My rambling heart muſt covenant firſt with thee , 


Or none can paſs betwixt mine Eye and me. 
O 4 VI. 
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' If T have found. fazour m thy ſight, let my life 
be gruen mee at my petihon .E ter. 7. 3 
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VI. 


ESTHER 7. 3. 


If 7 have found favour in thy ſight, and if it 
| pleaſe the K ing , let my life be given me at 


my petition, 


"T*Hou art the Great Aſucri4s , whoſe command - 
- Doth ſtretch from Pole to Pole ; the world's thy land 3 

Rebellious Yaſht;”s . the corrupted will, - 

Which being caJl'd , refuſes to fulfil 

Thy jult command : Efther , whoſe tears condole 

The razed Ciry's, the regen'rate Soul : 

A captive maid , whom thou wilt pleaſe to grace 

With nuptial Honours in ſtout YVaſht7s place: 

Her kinſman , whoſe unbended knee did thwart 

Proud Haman's glory , is the fleſhly part : 

The ſober Eunuch , that recall'd ro mind 

The new built gibber ( Haman had divin'd 

For his own ruin ) fifty cubirs high, 

His luſtful-chought-controlling chaſtiry z * 

Inſfulcing Haman is that fleſhly luſt 

Whoſe red-hot fury, for a ſeaſon , mult 

Triumph in pride , and ſtudy how to tread 

On Mordecaz , till Royal Efther plead. 

| Great King , my ſent-for Yaſht; will not come ; 

0 let the'oyl o'th bleſſed Virgins womb 

Cleanſe my poor Eſther 3 look , © look upon her 

With gracious Eyes ; and let thy Beams of honour : 

$0 ſcour her captive ſtains , that ſhe may prove 
[ an holy Obje&t of thy Heavenly love ; | Rn, 

Ft | | | Anoint 
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Anoint her with the Spiknard of thy graces , 
Then try the ſweetneſs of her chait embraces : 
Make her the partner of thy nupt1al bed , 

And fer thy Royal Crown upon her head: 

If then ambitious Haman chance to ſpend 
His ſpleen on Mordecaz , that ſcorns to bend 
The wilful $ifnefs of his ſtubborn knee , 

Or baſcly crouch to any Lord but thee ; 

Tf weeping Eſther ſhould prefer a grone 
Before the high tribunal Throne , 

Hold forth thy Golden Scepter , and afford 
The gentle audience of a gracious Lord : 
And ler thy Royal E7her be poſſeſt = 

Of half rhy Kingdom , at her dear requeſt : 
Curb luſtful Haman ; him that would diſgrace , 
Nay , raviſh thy fair Queen before thv face: 
Andas proud Haman was himſelf enſnar'd 

On that ſelf-gibber that himſelf prepar'd ; 

So nail my luſt, both puniſhment and guilt , 
On that dear Croſs that mine own luſts have built. 


S. AUGUST. 


fr, 
1, 


4 
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S. AUGUST. in Ep. 


0 holy Spzrit , always infþire . me with holy worþs, Con- 
ſrain me , that 1 may do: Counſel me , that 1 may lave thee 5 
(nfrrm me 4 that 1 may bold thee 5 Conſerve me , that I may 
wt loſe thee. 


S. AUGUST. ſup. Joan. 
the Spirit luſts where the fleſh refteth : For as the fleſh is 
muoiſhed with ſweet things, the Spirit refreſhed with ſawre. 
Ibidem. 
wouldſt thou that thy fleſh obey thy Spirit? Then let thy Spirit 
' I oby thy God. Thou muſt be governed,ſo 35 that thou maiſt govern. 


EPIG. 6. 


QfMercy and Juſtice 1s thy Kingdom buile 5 

This plagues my Sin 3 and that removes my guilt 

When ere I ſue , Aſuerus hike decline : 

Thy Scepter 3 Lord, ſay , Half my Kingdome's —_ —_ 
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V1I. 
CANTICLES 7. 11. 


Come , ey beloved , let ws go forth into the 
feeld , and let us remain in the villages. 


F, 


Chriſt. | Souls 


(hr, O me , Comme, my dear, and let ns both retire, 
And whiff the dainries of the fragrant fields: 
Where warbling Phi/mel, and the ſhrill mouth'd quire 
Chaun t forth their raptures ; where the Turtle builds 
Her lovely neft ; and where the new born brier* 
Breaths forth the Sweetneſs thar her April yields: 
Come, come, my lovely fair, and let us try 
Theſe rural delicates 3 where thou and 1 Nh 
May melt in private flames , and fear no ftander by. 


2+ 


Sil. My hearts Eternal joy , in lieu of whom _ 
The earth's a blatt and all the world's a, bubble ? 
Our Ciry- manſion is the faireſt home , 
Bur Country ſweets are tang'd with leſſer trouble: j 
Let's try them both, and chuſe the better 3 come ; 
A change in pleaſure, makes the pleaſure double : 
On thy commands depends my go or tarry, 
PIl-ftir with Martha, or I'll ftay with Mary : 
Our hearts are firmly fit, although her pleaſurcs vary. 


bs Of 


214 Emblemes. Book Iv 


3. 


Chrift. Our Country-manſien ( firuate on high 
With various Obje& , till renews delight : 
Her arched roofs of unſtain'd Ivory : 
Her walls of fiery-ſparkling Chryſolite ; | 
Her pavement is of hardeſt Porphyry ; 
Her ſpacious windows are all glaz'd with bright 
And flaming Carbuncles; no need require 
Titans faint rays, or Vulcan's feeble fire ; 
And every Gate's a Pearl ; and every Pearl, entire, 


ww oz ® ,<_ 


4» 


Soul. Fool thar T was! how were my thoughts deceiv'd ! 
How falſly was my fond conceit poſſeſt ! 
T rook it for an Hermirage bur pav'd 
And daub'd with neighbr'ing dirc, and thacht x 
Alas , I nev'r expeRted more , nor crav'd; (beſt; 
" A Turtle hop'd but for a Turtles neſt : 
Come , come , my dear, and let no idle ſtay 
Neglet th* advantage of the head-ſtrong day 3 
How pleaſure grates thar feels the curb of dull delay, 


6; 
Chr. Come then, my Joy; let our divided paces 
Condudt us to our faireſt territery 3 

O there we'l| twine our Souls in ſ{weert embraces ; 
Soul. And in thine arms Tl! tell my paſfion ſtory : 
Cbr. O there I'll crown thy head with all my graces ; 
Soul, And all theſe graces ſhall retle& thy glory : 
Chr. O there Il] feed thee with celeſtial Manna 
| Tl be thy Elkana. Soul. And I, thy Hazna- 
Chrift. I'll ſound my trump of joy. Soul. And I'll reſound 

( Hoſannte 


S., BERN. 
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* Mechanick Soul , thou muſt not only do 
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S, BERN, 


0 bleſſed Contemplation ! The death of vices , and the life 
of virtues Thee , the Law and Prophets admire : Who ever 
attained perſeftion, if not by thee ! O bleſſed Solitude, the Ma» 
gatine of Celeſtial Treaſure ! by thee things earthly, and tran- 
ſtory, are changed into Heavenly, and Eternal. 


S. BERN. in Ep. 


Happy is that houſe , and bleſſed is that Congregation, where 
Martha f:7 complaineth of Mary. 


EPIG. 75. 


With Martha; but, with Mary, ponder too: 
Happy's that houſe where theſe fair Siſters vary 
But moſt, when Martha's reconci'd to Mary. 
VEIL. 
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VIIT 


CANTICLES t. 3: 


Draw me ; we will follow after thee by the ſa- 
vorr of thy good Oyntments. 


Hus , like a lump of the corrupted Maſs, 
T he ſecure , long loft before Þ was: 
And like a block , beneath-whoſe burthen lies: 
That undiſcover'd worm that never dies. 
I have no will to rouze , L have: no! power to riſe, 


Can ſtinking Laz'rus compound or ſtrive 
With deaths entangling ferters/,, and revive ? 
Or can the water-burted 4xe implore 
A hand to raiſe it , or it ſelf reſtore, | 
And from her ſandy deeps approach the dry-foor ſhorei? 


$ hard's the task for ſinful fleſh and Blood 
Tolend the ſmalleſt ep ro what 1s goods 
My God , I cannot move the leatit degree. 
A! If bur only thoſe that aRive be, 


- None ſhould thy glory ſee , none ſhould thy glory ſee. 


War if the Porter pleaſe rinform the clay : 
Or ſome ſtrong hand remove the block away : 
Their lowly fortunes ſoon are mounted higher : 
That proves a veſſel , which before was mire 3 
And this being hewn , may ſerve for 'berter uſe than fire. 
P 


218 Emblemes. Book] 


And if that life-reſtoring voice command 

Dead Lat'rus forth ; or that great Prophets hand 
Should charm the ſullen warers , and begin 
To becken, or to dart a ſtick but in, 

Dead Laz'rus muſt revive, and th' 4x muſt float again, 


Lord, as I am, IT have no pow'r at all 
To hear thy voice, or Echo to thy call; 
The gloomy Clouds of mine own guile benight me3 
Thy glorious beams, not dainty ſweets invite me 3 
They neicher can dire ; nor theſe at all delight me. 


See how my ſin-bemangled Body lies , 

Not having pow'r to will , nor will co riſe ! 
Shine home upon thy Creature , and inſpire 
My liveleſs Will with thy regen'rate fire ; 

The firſt degree to do, is only to defire. 


Give me the power to will, the Will to do 
O raiſe me up, and I will ſtrive to go: 
Draw me , O dra mewith thy treble twiſt, 
That have no pow'r but meerly to reſiſt ; 
O lend me ſtrength todo, and then command thy liſt ! 


My Soul's a Clock, whoſe wheels ( for want of uſe 
And winding up , being ſubje& to th' abuſe 

Of eating ruſt ) wants vigour to fulfil 

Her twelve hours task, and ſhew her makers $kill , 
But idly ſleeps unmov'd, and ſtandeth vainly ſtill. 


Great God , it 1s thy work 3, and therefore good. + 
If thou be pleas'd to cleanſe it with thy Blood , 
And wind ic up with chv Soul-moving keys, 
Her bufie wheels ſhall ſerve thee all her days; ( praiſe 
Her hand ſhall point thy pow'r , her hammer ſtrike thi 


S. BERY 
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) 


S. BERN. Serm. 21. in Cant. 


t ws rut, let us run, but in the ſavonr of thy Ointment g 
lis the confidence of our merits, nor in the greatneſs of our 
h: we truſt to run , but in the multitude of thy mercies 3 
hb werun and are willing, it 3s not in him that willeth; 
is him that runneth , but in God that ſheweth Mercy. O 
ty Mercy return, and we will run : Thou, like « Gyant , 
| by thy own power 3 we 5 unleſs thy Ointment breath upon 
(annot THe 


Un, 


E PIG. 8. 


not , my Watch, being once repair'd to ſtand 

ng motion from thy Maker's hand ; | 

wound rhee up, and cleans'd thy Cogs with blood 3 

A ——— a. mo 
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I X, 
CANTICLES 8. x. 


| ) that thou wert as my Brother , that ſucked 
the breaſts of my Mother ; when I ſhould 
_ find thee without , I would kiſs thee. 


Ome, come, my bleſſed Infant, and immure thee 
| Within the Temple of my ſacred arms ; 
; Wecure mine arms , mine arms ſhall then ſecure thee 
From Herod's fury , or the High-Prieſts harms : 
Or if thy danger'd life ſuſtain a loſs , 
My folded arms ſhall turn thy dying croſs. 


ah; what ſavage Tyrant can behold 
The beaury of fo ſweer a face, as this is, 
| not himſelf be by himſelf controul'd , 
and change his fur» to a thouſand kiſſes ? 
One ſmile of thine js worth more Mines of treaſure 
Than there be Myriads in the days of Ceſar. 


3+ 


), had the Tetraych, as he knew by birth , 
& known thy ſtock , he had nor ſought to paddle 
thy dear Blood 3 bur proſtrate on che Earth 
Bad vail'd his Crown before thy Royal Cradle , 
And latd the Scepter of his glory down , 
[ % || - And begg'd a Heavenly for an Earthly Crown. 
P 3 Illuſtrious, 
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4» 


Tlluftrious Babe ! how is thy handmaid grac'd 
With a rich armful! how doſt thou decline 
Thy Majeſty , that wert fo late embrac'd 
In thy grear Fathers arms, and now in mine | 
How humbly gracious art thou , to refreſh 
Me with thy Spirit , and aſſume my fleſh ! 


-Þ 


"But muſt the treaſon of a traitour's Haz! 
Abuſe the ſweetneſs of theſe ruby lips ? 
Shall marble hearted cruelry aflail 
Theſe Alabaſter fides with knotted whips ? 
And muſt theſe ſmiling Roſes cntertain 
The blows of (corn, and flurts of baſe diſdain ? 


6, 


Ah ! muſt theſe dainty little ſprings that twine 
- So faſt ahour thy neck , be pierc'd and torn 
With ragged nails ? and muſt theſe brows reſign 
Their Crown of Glory for a crown of thorn ? 
| Ah, muſt the bleſſed infant taſte the pain 
Of deaths injurious pangs 3 nay worſe , be ſlain? 


po 
» 


7. 


Sweet Babe ! At what dear rates do wretched I 
Commit a Sin! Lord , ev'ry ſin'sa dart ; 
And ev'ry treſpaſs lets a javelin flie ; 
And ey'ry javelin wounds thy bleeding hear: : 
Pardon, ſiveet Babe, what I have done amiſs ; 
And ſea] thar granted pardon with a kifs. 


BONA VENT, 
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BONAVENT. Soliloqu. Chap. r. 


0 ſweet Jeſu, I knew not that thy kiſſes were ſo ſweet, nor thy 
ſociety ſo deleftable , nor thy dttraftion ſo virtuous : For when 
1love thee, I am clean; when I touch thit, I am chaſte 3 

J when 4 receive thee, I am a Virgin: O moſt ſweet Jeſu , thy 

embraces defile not, but cleanſe; thy attraftion polluteth not but 

| ſanlifieth : O Jeſu the ſountain of univerſal ſweetneſs., pardon 

6 that I believed ſo late ,, that jo much ſweetneſs 46 in thy em- 
acts, | 


OT une f 7 


EPIG. 9. 


My burthen's greateſt : let not Atlas boaſt: 
ial Reader , judge which bears the moſt : 
He bears bur Heav'n , my folded arms ſuſtain 
'T, þ fans maker, whom Heay'ns og cannot contain, 


- 
- - 
\ ” 
- 
, * 


—  RPRrM@GAark FAPCMONMS. -7 Wo .©AFNSATT 5 


Thought hin 
ETD? == ; 
ak 


ht 


dS. 


| By night or 
__ 


\ 


225 


X. 


CANTICLES 3. 1. 


Jn my bed by night I ſought bitn whom my Soul 
 loweth; I Tacks him , . but 1 found bin 


vo0t. | 


| H E learned Cynick having loſt the way 
To honeſt men , did in the height of-day, 
By Taper-light , divide his ſteps abour + . 
The peopled ſtreets to find this Dainty our 3 
But fail'd : The Cynick ſearch'd not where he ought: 
The thing he ſought for , was nor where he ſought. 
The Wiſe-mens task ſeem*dharder to be done, 
The Wiſe-men did by Star-light ſeeKrhe Sun , 
And found : the Wiſe-men fearch'd i where they ought ; 
The thing he hop'd to find was where they ſoughr, 
One ſecks his wiſhes where he ſhould ; but chen 
'Perchance he ſeeks not as he ſhould 3 vor when, 
Another ſearches when he ſhould ; but there 
| Hefails ; not ſeeking as he ſhould , nor where : 
Whoſe Soul defires the good iz wants , and would 
Obtain , muſt ſeek Where, As, and When he ſhould. 
_ ofren have my wild affe&ions led 
y waſted Soul to this my widow'd bed , 
To ſeek my lover , whom my Soul defires? 
(I ſpeak not , Cupid , of thy wanton fires: 
Thy fires are all but dying ſparks to mine; 
My flames are full of Heav'n, and all Divine) 
4 How often have I ſought this bed of Night , 
To find thar greater by this leſſer Light ! 
- How 
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How ofc have my unwitneſt groans lamented 
Thy deareſt abſence ! Ah , how often vented 
The birter tempeſts of deſpairing breath , 

And tofſt my Soul upon the waves of death! 

H3w often has my- melting heart made choice 

Of ſilent rears ( rears louder than a voice.) 

To plead my grief , and woo thy abſent ear ! 
And yetthou wilt not came , thou wilt not hear ; 
O i thy wonted love become fo cold ? 

Or do mine Eyes not ſeek thee where they ſhould! 
Why do | ſeek thee , If thou arr not here ? 

Or find thee not, If thou art ev'ry where? 

I fee my errour, 1t 1s nor ſtrange I could not 
Find our my love : 1 ſought him where I ſhould not, 
Thouarr not found in downy beds of caſe; 

* Alas, thy muſick ſtrikes on harder keys: 

Nor art thou found by that falſe feeble Light 

Of Natures candle , our Egyprian Night 

Is more than common darkneſs ; nor can we 
ExpeR a taorning , but what breaks from thee , 
Well may my empty bed bewail rhy loſs , | 
When thou art lodg'd upon thy ſhameful croſs ; 
Tf thou refuſe to ſhare a bed with me , 

We'l fever part , I'll ſhare a croſs with thee. 


ANSELM 


a *® * ” To. =. - 


OOEaYrSsg 


"hook IV. Emblemes. 227 


ANSELM in Protolog. r. 


Lord , #f thou art not preſent , where ſhall 1 ſeek thee abſent ? 
If every where , why do I not ſee thee preſent ? Thou dwelleſt in 
light inacceſſible z and where zs that inacceſſible light ? Or how 
ſhall 1 have acceſs to Light inacceſſivle ? I beſeech thee, Lord , 
teach me to ſeeb thee , and ſhew thy ſelf to the ſeeker 5, becauſe x 
can neither ſeek thee , unleſs thou teach me , nor find thee , unleſs 
thou ſhew thy ſelf to me ; Let me ſtth thee, in deſrring thee , 
end deſore thee zn ſeeking thee 5 Let me find thee in loving thee, 
and love thee in finding thee. 


EPIG. 10, 


Where ſhould{t thou ſeek for reſt , but in thy bed ? 
Burnow thy reſt is gone, thy reſt is fled : 
( FI Tis vain to ſeek him there : My Soul be wiſe 3 
"Sp ak thy fin's; they'll tell thee , where he lies. 
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X I. 
CANTICLES 2. 2. 


I will riſe , and go about the City , and will 
ſeek, him , mohw my Soul loveth : I ſought 
him , but I found him not. 


I, 


How my di{gppoinred Soul's perplext! | 
Q How in He. Ove ſwarm in my troubled breſt ! 


How vainly pleas'd with hopes, then croſly vext 
With fears ! And how betwixt them both diſtreft! 
Whar place 15 left unranfack'd ? Oh , where next 
Shall I go ſeek the Author of my reſt? 
Of what bleſs'd Angel ſhall my lips enquire 
The undiſcover'd way to that entire 
And everlaſting ſolace of my hearts defire ? 


Look how the firicken Hart that wounded flies 
Ov'r hills and dales, and ſecks the lower grounds 
For running ſtreams , the whilft his weeping Eyes 
Beg filent Merey from the following Hounds ; 
Ar length , emboft , he droops, drops down , and lies 
Beneath the burchen of his bleeding wounds : 
Ev'n ſo my gaſping Soul, diffoly'd in tears , 
Doth ſearch for thee, my God, whoſe deafned ears 
Leave me th* unranſory'd Pris'ner to my panick _ 
. ere 
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3. 


Where have my buſie Eyes nor pry'd? O where, 
Of whom hath nor my thred-barerongue demanded ? 
T ſcarch'd this glorious City 3 he's nor herc: 
I ſought the Country ; ſhe ſtands empty handed ; 
I ſearch'd rhe Court ; he ts a-ſtranger there : 
I ask'd the land ; he's ſhipp'd : the ſeas he's landed : | 
I climb'd the air , my thoughts began © aſpire ; 
Burah ! the wings of my too bold defire , 
Soaring roo near the Sun , were ſindg'd with ſacred fire. 


4+ 


T mov'd the Merchant's ear; alas, but he 
Knew neither what I ſaid , nor whar to ſay. 
T ask'd rhe Lawyer, he demands a fee, 
And then demurs me with a vain delay : 
FT ask'd the Schoolman : his advice was free , 
But ſcor'd me our too intricate a way : 
F ask'd the Watrch-man ( beſt of all the four ) 
Whoſe gentle anſwer could refolve no more +, 
» But that he larely left himar the Temple door. 


Go 


Thus having ſought, and made my great inqueſt 
In ev'ry place , and ſearch'd in ev'ry car: 
{ chrew ne on my bed ; butah! my reſt 
Was poiſon'd with th* extremes of grief and fear , 
Where looking down 1nto my troubled breſt , 
The Magazine of wounds, I found him there : 
Ler others hunt , and ſhew their ſporcful Art; 
 E wiſhto catch the Hare before ſhe ſtart, 
As Potchers uſe ro do 3 Heav'ns Form's a troubled hears Ak 


S. AMBROS, 
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S. AMBROS. lib. 3. de Virg. 


Chriſt is not in the market , nsr in the ſivects : For Chriſt is 
Pract, in the market are firiſes: Chriſt is Fuſtice, in the 
marbet is iniquity: _ Chrift 3s a laboartr ,” in the market is 
idleneſs : Chriſt is Charity , in the market is ſlander : Chriſt 
is Faith, in the mark+t is fraud : Lit us not thereſore ſee 
Chriſt , where we cannot find Chriſt, 


S, HIEROM. Ser. 9. Ep. 22. ad Euſtoch. 


Teſus is jealous : He will not have vhy ſace ſeen : Lit ſoolih 
Virgins ramble abroad , ſeek thou thy loue at bome. 


EPIG. 1t. 


What loſt thy love ? will neither bed rot board 
keceive him ? Not by te: r3 to be implor'd ? 
[tis the Ship that moves , and not the Coalt ; 
Lear, I fear , my Soul , "is thou arr lo{t, 
X 11. 


| 
| 


"n 
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XIT. 
 CANTICLES 2. 5. 
Have you ſeen him whom my Soul loveth?whey; 


haſt 4 little from them, then I found him, 
[ took bold on him, and left hims not. 


I. 
& 7 Hat ſecret cornet ? What unwonted wa | 

' Has ſcap'd the ranlack of my rambling thought ? 
ſhe Fox by night , nor the dull Owl by day , 
fave never ſearch'd thoſe places I have ſought , 

Whilſt they lamented , abſence taught my breaſt 
The ready road to grief , withoutrequeſt ; 
day had neither comfort , nof tmy night had reſt: 
2, 

had my unregarded !anguage vented 
The Gd taucologies of laviſh cſfiodz 

ofen have I languiſh'd unlamented !, 
flow oft have I complain'd , without compaſſion ! 

Iaxk'd the'Ciry-watch, bur ſome deny'd me 


The common ſtreet, whilſt others would miſguide me; 
would debar me 3 ſome, divert me 3 ſome, deride me. 


F 3 

t hw the widow!'d Turtle , having loſt 

The faithful parrner of her loyal heart , 

"Fankes her feeble wings from coaft ro coaſt, , 
Wnts ev*ry path ; thanks every ſhade doth = | 

fler abſent Love , and her ; at length unſped , 

the re-berakes her to her lonely bed , = 

ere bewails her everlaſting Widow-head. 


Q Sj 


- — 


[I 


234 Emblemes. Book 


4 
So when my Soul had progreſt ev'ry place , 
That love and dear affc&ion could contrive , 
I threw me on my couch , reſoly'd t embrace 
A death for him in whom I ceas'd to live : 
But there injurious Hymen did preſent 
His landskip 1oys ; my pickled Eyes did vent 
Full ſtreams of Briny tears, tears never to be ſpent. 


5 

Whilſt thus my ſorrow-waſting Soul was feeding 

. Upon the radical humour of her thought, 

' Evn whilſt mine Eyes were blind, and heart was bleeding 
- He that was ſought, unfound, was found, unſought: 

As if the Sun ſhould dart his orbe of Light 
Into the ſecrets of the black-brow'd Night ; 

Ev'n fo appear'd my Love, my ſole, my Souls delight. 


6. 


O how mine Eyes now raviſh'd at the fight 
Of my bright Sun-ſhot flames of equal fire ! 
Ah ! how my Soul diſloly'd with o'r-delight , 
To re-enjoy the Crown of chaſt defire ? 
How ſov'reign joy depos'd and diſpoſſeft 
Rebellious grief! And how my raviſh'd breaſt 
But who can preſs thoſe heights, that cannot be expreſ}! 
Ta 
O how theſe arms , theſe greedy; arms did twine, 
And ſtrongly twiſt about his yielding waſt ! 
The ſappy branches of the Theſpian Vine , 
Nev'r cling'd their lefs beloved Elm o faſt ; 
Boaſt not thy flames, blind boy, thy feather'd fhot 
Ler Hymens cafte- ſnarles be quire forgot: | 
Time cannot quench eur fires; nor death diffolye our 


| 


© atblene #07 
ORIG, Hom. 10. in diverſ: 


0 moſt holy Lord ! and ſweeteſt Maſter , bow good art tho# 

thoſe that are of upright beart , and bumble Spirit ! O how 
ſid are they that ſeek thee.-with a fomple beart./ -How ha 

ut truſt in thee! It 3s a moſt certain truth, that thou hon 
that love thee , and never forſakeft thoſe that truſt in thee + 
r behold thy Love ſimply ſought thee , . and undodbtedly found 
ut: She truſted in thet , and 3s not forſaken of thee, but bath 

nd more by thee , than ſhe expefied from thee. 


BEDA in cap. 3. Cant. 


| &1V. $35 


the longer 1 was in finding whom 1 ſought , the more tarneſl- 


Ying 1 belchbim being ſo1aits © 


EPIG. 13. 
1 {ithat? found him? let ftrong embraces bind him 5 
| flie perchance , where tears can never find him. 
New Sins will loſe , whar 01d repentance gains. 
Wiſdom not oply gers , but got retains. dou 
oy LE Q 2 XI11, - 


Kt ir good for me to draw neareto the | 
| Lord T have put my truſt s/ L God. 


:52 :20 
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XIIL 
PSALM 72. 28. 


s good for me to draw near to God, F have 
Lu my truſt in the Lord God. 


\ [Here is that Good, which wiſe-men pleaſe to call 
The chiefeſt ? Doth there any ſuch befal 
mans reach? or 15 there ſuch a Good at all ? 


9.4 Sthere be, it neither muſt expire , 
, tre; than which there:.can be nothing higher : 
| muſt be the utter poinr of man's defire. 


| ts Mark , to which all hearts muſt tend 3 » 
be'deſired for no other end , | 
&rir ſelf , on which all other Goods depend. . 


kay this Excellent be? doth it ſubfiſt | 
e clouded in the midft 
Art, or clear to ev'ry Eye that liſt ? 


a tart; Idea , to procure | 
tag and keep the pratick Soul in ure , 
FPuadear Chymick duſt , or puzling Quadrature ? 


eihall I ſeek this ? Where ſhall T find 
rick pleaſure , whoſe extreams may bind 
ts? and fill the gulf of my infariate mind? 


K@ Tieature ? Infull heaps untold ? 
| Mammon's griping hand infold 
d Saint in ſacred ſhrines of ſoy” reign gold ? 


Q3 Ng 


[3% 
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£ No , no; ſhe lies not there ; wealth often ſours 
In keeping 3 © makes us hers, in ſeeming ours; 
She ſlides from Heav'n indeed, bur nor 1h Dana's ſhowers, 


Lives ſhe in honour? no.” The Rorval Crown 
Builds up a creature , and then batters down : 


Kings raiſe thee with a ſmile, and raze thee with a from, 


In pleaſure? no. Pleaſure begins in rage 3; _ 
Ads rhe fools part on earth's uncertain ſtage ; 
Begins the Play in youth , and Epilogues in age. 


Theſe, theſe are Baſtard goods ; the beſt of theſe 
_ Torment che Soul with pleaſing it, and pleaſe * 
Like water's gulp'd in feavers with deceirful caſe. 


Earths flarrring daintics are but ſweet diſtreſſes: 
Mole-hills perform the mountains ſhe profeſics, 
Alas, can Earch confer tnore good: than Earth poſſeſes! 


Mount, monne my Soul, and let my thoughts caſhier 
Earth's vain delights, and wake the full cariere' 
At Heay'ns eternal joys 3 ſtop, ſtop, thy Coutler there- 


| There ſhall thy Soul poſſeſs uncareful treaſure , 
There ſhalt thou ſwim in never-fading pleaſure : 
And blaze in honour' far above the frowns of Cejar- 


Lord , if my hope dare ler her anchor fall 


On thee , the chiefeſt Good , no need ro call 
For Earths inferiour traſh 3 Thou, thou arc All m All 


: | S. AU cu 


Wers 


es! 
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Ler Boreas. blaſts , and Neptunes waves be join' , 


Emblemes. 


S. AUGUS T. Soliloqu. Cap. 13. 


239 


1 follow thus thing : I purſue that , but am filled with no- 
thing. But when I found thee, who grt that immutable , in- 
divided, and only good , in my ſelf , what 1 obtained, 1 
wanted not 3 for what'T obtained not, I grieved not; with + 
what I was poſſeſt , my whole defire was ſatisfied. 


S."BERN, Ser. g. ſup. beat! qui habent, &c. 


Lit others pretend merit ; let him brag of the burthen of the 
day : let him boaſt of hit Sabbath faſts, and let him glory that 
be is not as other men : but for me, it is good to cleave unto 
the Lord , and to put my truſt in my Lord God. 


EPIG, 13. 


Thy Eo9lus' commands the waves , the wind : 
Fear not the Rocks or Worlds imperions. waves: 
Thou clmb'ſt a rock ( my Sou | a rockthat faves. 
:attanh Q4 | XI Ve 


T7 under tho ates 


have ae fred . Cant 
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XIV, 


CANTICLES 2. 3. 


Iſat uzder bis ſhadow with great delight,and 
his fruit was ſweet to my taſte. 


fo how the ſheep, whoſe rathbling ſteps do ſtray 
From the ſafe bleſſing of her Shepherds Eyes , 
Lftoon becomes the unproretted prey | 


To the wingd ſquadron of belcagring flies; 


* I Where (weltered with the ſcorching beams of 


bl 
* She frisks-from buſh to brake , and wildly flics 
From her own lelf , ev'n of her (elf afraid 3 
She ſhrouds her troubled brows in ev*ry glade , 
And craves the Mercy of the ſoft removing ſhade. 


2. 


gErn ſo my wandring Soul , that hath digreſt 
| From her great Shepherd, is rhe hourly prey 
al my Sins. Thele vulcures in my 
- Gripe my Protnethean heart borh night and day 3 
Punt from place'ro place , but find no reſt 3 
F Tknow not where to go , nor where to [tay : 
© The Eye of vengeance burns , her Names invade 
- My ſwelt'riong Soul : My Soul hath oft affard, 
Pt ſhe can find no ſhroud , but ſhe can feel no ſhade , 
+3 I ſought 
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Zo. 


I fonghr the ſhades of Mirth, ' to wear away 
My (ſlow pac'd hours of Soul conſuming grief ; 
I fearch'd the ſhades of ſleep, to eaſe my day 
Of griping ſorrows with a nights reprief ; 
. T fought the ſhades of death thought there tallay 
My final torments with a full relief : 
But mirth, nor ſleep, nor death, can hide my hours 
In the falſe ſhades of their deceirful bowrs ; 
The firſt diſtrats, the nexr diſturbs, che laſt devours, 


4» 


Where ſhall I turn? To whom ſhall I apply me ? 
Are there no ſtreams where a faint Soul may wade ? 
Thy God-head, Jeſus, are the flames that fry me ; 
Hath thy All-glorious Deiry never a ſhade , 
Where 1 may fit and vengeance never Eye me ; 
Where I might fit refreſh'd or unafraid ? 
Is there no comfort ? Is there no refe&ion ? 
Is there no cover that will give prote&ion { 
T' a fainting Soul ,"the fubje& of thy wraths rflexion? 


$- 


Look up, my Soul , advance the lowly ſtature 
Of thy ſad thoughts ; advance thy humble Eye : 
See here's a ſhadow found : The humane nature 
' Is made th' Umbella to the Deity , It's 
To catch the Sun-heams of thy juſt Creator -: - 
' Beneath this coyerr. thou maiſt ſafely lie + 
+- Permit thine Eyes to: climb this fruitful Tree, 
As quick Zachexs did , and thou ſhalriſee 
A cloud of dying fleſh berwixr thoſe beams aud thee. 


{- -[nouf 


 GuIL 
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GUIL. 1n cap. 2. Canr. 


Who can endure the fierce rayes of the Sun of Fuſtice ? Whe 
ſhall not be conjumgd by his beams ? Therefore the Sun of Juſtice 
took fleſh, that through the conjunion of that Sun and this bu- 
mane Body a ſhaw may be made. 


8. AUG UST.- Med. cap. 37- 


Lord ,- "let my-Soul flee from the froyching thoughts of the 
world under the covert of thy wings , that being refreſhed by the 
moderation of thy ſhadow \, ſhe may ſing merrily , 1n peace will 
1 lay me dowt ani reſt. RJ 


E PIG. 14. 


Ah , treach'rous Soul, would nor thy pleaſyres give 
That Lord , which made the living , leave to live ? 
See what thy fins have done : thy fins have made 

The Sun of Glory now become thy ſhade. j 


hal wy in T 0 the- 
Lord in a wc L Jy 4.56 


Se... A ro rat. 
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XK V. 
PSALM 137. 4 


How ſhall we ſing a ſong of the Lord is a 
e 


ſtrange 


Rge me h6 more : this airy tmirth belongs 
To better times : theſe times are not for ſongs, 
. The ſprightly rwang of the melodious Lute 
Aprees not with my voice : and both unſute 
My untun'd fortunes : the affeRted meaſure 
Of ſtrains , har are conſtrain'd ,. afford no' pleaſure. 
Muſick's the Child of Mirth ; where griefs aſſail 
The Troubled Soul, both voice ,-and fingers fai!: 
Let ſuch as ravel out their laviſh dayes , 
In honourable riot 3 thar can raiſe 
DejeRted hearts, and conjure up 4 ſp'rit + 
Of madneſs by the Magick of delight ; 
Let thoſe of Cupids Hoſpital , that le 
Impartient Patients to a ſmiling Eye , 
That cannot reft , until vain hope beguile 
"Their flatter*'d rorment with a wanton ſmile ; 
Let ſuch redeem their peace, and falve the wrongs 
Of froward Fortune with their frolick ſongs : 
My grief, my griet's too great for (miling Eye 
To cure , of counter-charms to exorcile, 
The Ravens diſmal croaks, the midnight howls 
Of empty Wolves mixt with the (creech of Owls , 
The nine fad knolls of a dull paſting Bell, | 
With the lond language of a nightly kne!! , 
4 Anz? 
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And horrid out-crics of revenged crimes , 

Join'd in a medley's muſick for theſe times 3 
Theſe arc no times to touch the merry ſtring 
Of Gp1:45 5 no , theſe are no times to ſing. 

Can h!d<-bound Pris'ners, that have ſpent their Souls, 
And fari{l'd bodies in the notſome holes 

Of hel! lack dtjngeons, apt their rougher throats , 
Grown ioarſe we> begging altms , ro warble notes ? 
Can the fad Pilgrim, that hath loſt his way 

In the vaſt defart ; there condemn'd a prey _ 
To the wild fubje&, or his ſavage King , 
Rouze vp hits palſie ſmitren Spirits , and fing ? 
Can I a Pilgrim, and a Prisner too, | 

( Alas ) where I am neither known, nor know 
Ovght bur my torments , an nnranſom'd ſtranger 
In this firange climate, in a land of danger ? 

O, can my voice be pleaſant or my hand , 

Thus made a Pris'ner.to a foreign land ? 
{How can my mufick reliſh in your ears, ,, 

That cannot ſpeak for fobs , nor ſing for tears ? 
Ah, 1f-my veice could, Ofphers-like, unſpel 
My poor Ewuyadice, my Soul , fromMell 
Of Earths miſconſtru'd Heaven , O then-my breaſt 
Should warble airs, whoſe rhapſodies ſhould fealt 
The ears of Scraphims, and entertain 

Heav*ns higheſt Deity with their _ {tain , 

A ſtrain well drench'd in the true Theſptan Well, 
Till then, Earths Semiquaver , mirth , Farewel. 


s. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 33. 


0 infinitely happy are thoſe heavenly virtues which ave able 
to praiſe thee in halineſs and purity , with excſſrue ſweetneſs 
and inutterable exultation ! From thence they praiſe thee , from 
whence they refoice , becauſe "they continually ſee ſor what they 
rejoice, for what they praiſe-thees But we preſk, down. with 
this burthen of fliſh , far removed. from: thy countenance in this 


pilgrimage , and blown up witir=wortdly vanities, cannot 


worthily praiſe thee : Wepra {ther by Faith not face to face : 
but thoſe Angelical Spirits praiſe thee/ſace to ſace, and not by 
Faith, =. 


! 


EPIG. 1s. 


Did I refuſe to Sing ? ſaid I theſe times 
Were not for ſongs ? nor muſick for theſe climes ? 
It was my errour : are not groans and tears 


 Harmontous raptures in ith' Almighty's ears ? 
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(249) 
THE-FIFTH ROOMW. 


I. 
CANTICLES 5. 8. 


I charge you , O daughters of Jeruſalem , if 
you find my beloved , that you tell him that 


I am ſich of love. 


O U holy Virgins , that fo oft ſurround 
The cities Sapphire walls, whoſe ſnowy feet 
Mealure the pearly paths of ſacred ground 
And trace the new Jerus'lems Jaſper ſtreet ; 
Ah, you whoſe care-forſaken hearts are crown'd 
With your beſt wiſhes 3 that enjoy the ſweer 
Ofall your hopes 3 If &re you chance to ſpie 
My abſent Love, O rell him thar I lie 
Deep wounded with the flames thatfurnac'd from his Eye. 


2. 


Itharge you, Virgins, as you hope to hear 
The heav'nly muſick of your Lovers voice 3 
charge you by the ſolemn Faith you bear | 
To plighted vows, and to that loyal choice 
your affe&ions , or, if ought more dear | 
You hold 3 by Hymen , by your marriage joyes , 
I charge you tell him, that a flaming dart , 
Shot from his Eye hath pierc'd my bleeding heart 3 


l am ſick of loye , and lapguiſh 1n my ſmart, 
R Tell 
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3. 


Tell him , O cell him , how my panting breaſt 
Ts ſeorchf'd with flames, and how = Soul is pig'd ; 
Tell him, O tell him, howlT he oppre 
With rhe full torments of a rroubled mind 3 
O tell him , tell him . thar he loves 1n jeſt , 
But I in earneſt ; tell him he's unkind : 
Bur if a diſcontented frown appears 
Upon his angrv brow , accoſt his Ears 
With ſoft and fewer words, and a& the reſt in tears, 


4» 


O tell him, that his cruelties deprive 
My Sov! of peace , while peace in vain ſhe ſeeks ; 
Tell him thoſe damask roſes , thar did ftrive 
With white , both fade, upon my fallow cheeks ; 
Tell him , no token doth proclaim I live , 
Bur cears, and ſighs, and ſobs , and ſudden ſhrieks; 
Thus if your piercing words ſhould chance to bore 
His hearkning ear, and move a ſigh , give ore 
To ſpeak 3 and tell him-Tell him , that I could no more. 


Þ 


If your clegious breath ſhould hap to rouze 
A happy tear, cloſe harb'ring in his Eye, 
Then urge his plighted Faith , the ſacred vows , 
Which neither I can break, nor he deny; * 
Bewail the rorments of his loyal ſpouſe , * 
That for his ſake would make a ſport to die : 
O bleſſed Virgins how my paſſion tires 
Beneath the burthen of her fond defires! 
Heav'n never ſhot ſuch flames , Earth never felt ſuch fires 
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S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 40. 


What ſhall 1 ſay ? What ſhall 1 do ? Whither ſhall 1 go ? 
Where ſhall I ſetrh bim ? Or when ſhall I find him ? Whom (hall 
lak ? Who will tell my beloved that I am ſick of Love ? 


GULIEL. in cap. 5s. Cant. 


I live, but not I: it is my beloved that liveth in me : 1 love 
my ſelf, not with my own love, but with the love of my bt- 
loved that loveth me : 1 love not my ſelf in my ſelf , but my ſelf 
in him , and him 3 me. 


[ 


SFO 


Grieve not ( my Soul nor let rhy love wax faint 

Weep'ſt thou to loſe the cauſe of thy complaint ? 

fell come ; Love ne'r was bound to times nor laws: 

Till then thy tears complain without a cauſe. : 
/ R a -* 


252 


Stey me with Timers; Confort wee vith . 
s for am fick of loue Cant: 2+ #, Wi 


— 


_ To 
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CANTICLES 2. 5. 


Stay re with flowers , and comfort me with 
apples , for I am ſich with love. 


Q Tyrant love ! how doth thy ſov'reign pow'r 
Subje& poor Souls to thy imperious thrall: 
They fay , thy cup's compos'd of ſweet and ſower'; 
They fay , thy diet's hony mixt with gall; ' 
How comes it then to paſs, theſe lips of ours 
Still trade in bitter 3 taft no ſweet art all ? 
O Tyrant love ! Shall our perpetual coil, ; 
Ne'r find a Sabbath to refreſh a while ſmile ? 


Our droopipg Souls? Art thou all frowns, and ne'r a 


Il. 


You bleſſed Maids of honour that "7 fe ny 


The Royal courts of our renown'd Jehove , 
With flow'rs reſtore my Spirirs faint and ſpent; 
O fetch me apples from Loves fruitful grove , 
Tocool my palate , and renew my ſent , 
For I am fick, for I am fick of love : 
Theſe will revive my dry , my waſted pow'rs, 
And they will \weeten my unſav'ry hours ; 
me then with fruit, and comfort me with flow'rs. 
R 3 O bring 
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O bring me apples to aſſwage that fire , 
Which Z:na-like inflames my flaming breaſt ; 
Nor is it every apple I defire, 
Nor that which pleaſes every palate beſt : 
"Tis not the laſting Dexzap I require , 
Nor yet the red-cheek'd Queening I requeſt ; 
Nor that which firſt beſhrew'd the name of wife , 
Nor that whoſe beauty caus'd the golden ſtrife ; 
No , no, bring we an apple from the tree of life, 


= tho 


Virgins , tuck up your filken laps , and fill ye 
Wirth the fair wealth of Flora's Magazine 
The purple violet and the pale fac'd Lily 3 
The pancy and the organ columbine 3 
The flowring thyme, the gflt-bowl daffadilly; 
The lowly pink, the lofty eglantine : 
The bluthing roſe, the-queen of flowers, and beſt 
Of Flora's beauty 3 bur above the reft , 
Let 7eſſes ſovereign flower perfume my -qualming breaſt, 


; +9 


Haſte , Virgins 5 haſte , for:I lie weak and faint , 
- Beneath the pang of love ; why ſtand ye mute, 
As If your ſilence neither car'd to grant ; 
Nor yer your language to deny my uit; 
No key can lock the door of my complaint , © 
Un! I ſmell this flower, or raft that frun 3 
Go, Virgigs, (eek this tree; and ſearch rharhow'r ; 
O , how my Soul ſhall ble(s thar happy hour, 
Fhat brings to me ſuch fruir, that brings me ſuch a flower. 


GISTEN, 


Boak Y, 


Y. 
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GISTEN. in cap, 2. Cant. Expo, 2. 


0 happy fckneſs , where the infirmity is not to death , but #0 
life, that God may be glorified by it ! O happy ſeaver, that pro- 
wedeth not from a conſuming, but a calcining fire ! 0 happy di- 
ſemper , wherezn"the Soul reliſheth no earthly things , but only 
ſavoureth divine nouriſhment ! 


. S, BERN, Serm. $1, in Cant, 


By flowers underſtand Faith 3 by fruit , good works: As the 
flower or bloſſom zs before.Athe fruit, ſo 3s Faith before good 
works : So neitber 3s the Fruit without the flower , nor good 
works without Faith. 


EPIG, 2. 


Why apples, O my Soul ? Can they remove, 
The pangs of grief , or caſe the flames of love ? 
It was that fruit which gave the firſt offence; 


Thar ſent him hither ; chawremov'd him hence. | 
= R 4 IIhk 
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My beloued 15 rune and T am his, hee fee: 
deth among the Lill:es. Cant: 2.16. 
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Emblems. 
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IIL 
CANTICLES 2. 16. 


My beloved is mine, and I am bis; He 
feedeth among the Lilies. 


I, 


EE": like two litrle bank-dividing brooks , 
That waſh the pebbles with their wanton ſtreams, 
And having rang'd and ſearch'd a thouſand nooks , 
Meer both at length in Silver-breafted Thames , 
Where 1n a greater current they conjoyn: 
$0 I my beſt beloved's am ; fo he is mine. 


2» 


Ey'n ſo we met 3 and after long purſut , 
Ev'n ſo we joyn'd, we both became enrire ; 
No need for either to- renew a ſuit, 
For I was flax and he was flames of fire: _ 
Our firm united Souls did more then rwine 3 
$01 my beft-beloyed's am 3 fo he is mine. 


3. 


If all thoſe glirt'ring Monarchs that command 
The ſervile quarters of this carthly ball , 
* Should tender , in exchange , their ſhares of land , 
I would not change my fortunes for them all : 
_ Their wealth is but a counter to my coin 3 
5 The World's but theirs; but my beloyed's mine. 


+ <a 


Nay 
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Nay more; if the fair Theſpian Ladies all 
Should heap together their diviner treaſure: 
That treaſure ſhould be deem'd a price too ſmall 
To buy a minutes leaſe of half my pleaſure ; 
*T1s not the ſacred wealth of all the nine 
Can buy my heart from hinr, or his , from being mine, 


Yo 


Nor Time, nor Place, nor Chance , nor Death car®*bow 
My leaſt defires unto the leaſt remove ; 
He's firmly mine by Oath ; I his by vow ; 
' He's mine by Faith; and I am his by love 
He's mine by Water; I am his by wine 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 


6, 


He is my Altar 3 I, his holy Place; 
I am his gueſt; and he, my living food ; 
I'm his by penitence ; / he mine by grace ; 
I'm his by purchaſe ; he is mine by Blood ; 
He's my ſupporting elm ; and I his vine : 
Thus I my beſt beloved's am ; thus he is mine. 


To 


He gives me wealth , I give him all my yows : 
I give him ſongs ; he gives me length of dayes : 
With wreaths of grace he crowns my conqu'ring brows : 
And | his Temples with a Crown of Praiſe , 
Which he accepts as an ev'rlaſting fagn , 
That I my beſt beloved's am 3 that he s mine. 


hs S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST. Manu, cap. 24. 


0 my Soul flampt with the image of thy God, love him of 
whom thou art ſo much beloved : bend to him that boweth to 
thee , ſeeb him that ſeeketh thee : Lovi thy lover , by.whoſe love 
thon art prevented , being the cauſe of thy love : Be careful with 
thoſe that are careſul, want with thoſe that want ; be clean 
with the clean , and holy with the boly : chooſe this friend a> 
bove all friends , who when all are taken away remaineth only 
faithful to thee: In the day of thy burial , when all leave thee , 
he will not deceive thee , but defend thee from the roaring Lions 
wrepared for theiv prey, 


— of: F «- 


E PIG. 3 


Sing, Hymen , to my Soul : what ? loſt and found ? 
Welcom'd , eſpous'd , enjoy'd fo ſoon , and crown'd ! 
He did but climb the Croſs , and then came down 

To th' gates of Hellz triumph'd , and ferch'd a Crown. 


I'V. 
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IV. 


\ toward; mee. Cant: 7-10. W:SnmpSort 


=—_ _- — 


Emblemes. 
I V. 


CANTICLES 7+. IO, 


I am my Beloved's, and his deſire is towards 


me. 


Ike to the Attick needle , that deth guide 
The wand'ring ſhade by hits magnerick powT , 
And leaves his filken Gnomon to decide 
The queſtion of the controverted hour , 
Firſt franticks up and down , from fide to ſide 
And reſtleſs bears his cryſtal'd Iv'ry caſe, 
With vain impatience z jers from place to place , 
And ſeeks the boſome of his frozen bride , 
Ar length he ſlacks his motion, and doth reſt 
His trembling point at his bright Poles beloved breſt. 


Ev'n ſo my Soul , being hurried here and there , 
By ev*ry object that preſents delight, 
Fain would be ſettled , bur ſhe knows notwhere ; 
She likes ar morning what ſhe loaths at Night: 
She bows to honour 3. then ſhe lends an car | 
' To that ſweet ſwar-like voice of dying pleakre, 
Then tumbles in the ſcatter'd heaps of treaſure z 
Now flatrer*d with falſe hope 3 now foyl'd wirh fear : 
Thus finding all the Worlds delights to be 
Bur empty toyes , good God, ſhe points alone ©o thee. 


Bur 
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But hath the virtued ſteel a power to move ? 
Or can the unrcouch'd needle point aright ; 
Or can my wandring thoughts forbear to rove , 
 Unguided by the virtue of thy Sp'rit ? 
O hath my leaden' Soul the arc t' improve 
Her waſted talent , and unrais'd , aſpire 
In this ſad moulring time of her deſire ? 
Not firſt belov'd have I the power to love 3 
I cannot ftir , but as thou pleaſe to move me, 
Nor can my heart return thee love, until thou love me, 


4» 


The ſtill commandreſs of the filent Night 
Borrows her beams from her bright Brothers Eye ; 
His fair aſpedt fills her ſharp horns with- Lighe , 
If he withdraw , her flames are quench'd and die : 
Even ſo the beams of her enlightning Sp'ric 
Infus'd and ſhot into my-dark defire , 
Inflame my thoughts and fill my Soul with fire, 
That I am ravtſh'd with a new delight; _ 
Bur if thou ſhroud thy face, my glory fades , 
And I remain a Nothing , all compos'd of ſhades. 


$. 


Eternal God ! O thou that only art 
The ſacred Fountain of Eternal Lighr , 
And hieſſed Load-ſtone of my better parr , 
O thou my hearts defire , gy Souls delight, 
Retle& upon my Soul , and touch my heart, 
And then my heart ſhall prize no good above thee 3 
And then my Soul ſhall know thee ; knowing,love thee; 
And then my trembling thoughts ſhall never ſtart 
From thy commands , or ſwerve the leaſt degree , | 
Or once preſume to move , bur as they move in thee. 


S. AUGUST: 


0 4%, 
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S. AUGUST, Med. cap. 25. 


If Man can love man with ſo entire affeftion, that The one 
can ſcarce brook the others abſence ? if a bride can be joyned to 
ber bridegroom with _ſo great an ardency of mind , that for the 
extremity of loot ſhe can enjoy no reſt , not ſuffering bis abſence 
without great anxiaty, with what affeftion, with what ſer- 
vency ought the Soul whom thou haſt eſpouſed by Faith and come , 
paſſion , to love thee her true God and glorious bridegroom ? 


E PIG. -_ 


:My Soul , thy love is dear : *Twas thought a good 
And eafie pen'worth of thy Saviours Blood : 

But be not proud ; All marters rightly ſcann'd , 
'Twas over-bought: *Twas fold at ſecond hand. 
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CANTICLES 5 6. 
My Soul melted whileſt my Beloved ſpake: 


Ord , has the feeble voice of fleſh and Blood 
The powet to work thine ears into a flood 
Of melted Mercy ? or the ſtrength Yunlock 
The gates of Heav'n, and to diſſolve a rock 
Of marble clouds into a morning ſhow's ? 
Or hath the breath of whining duſt the pow'r 
To ſtop or ſnatch a falling Thunder-bolr 
From thy fierce hatid , and make thy hind revolt 
From reſolute confuſion , and in ſtead \ 
Of viols pour full bleſſings on our head? 
_ the wants of famiſt'd k fppiy? 
move to a quick ſu 
Oe the Gene es of dropping Dow's? 
Woo thee for " and be refreſh'd with ſhow'rs ? 
Alas, what marve then, great God what wonder 
If thy Hell- rouzing voice , that ſplics in ſunder 
Robraven porral $ of Erernal Death 3 
| What number if appr life-reftoring breath 
Which dragg'd me from the infernal ſhades of Night , 
nay melr my raviſh'd Soul with ore-delight ? 
Thr fe! fronen gutters chooſe but run , 
= warmth of ſuch a glorious-Sun ? 
like a flaming arrow , 
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Thy flames, O Cupid ( though the joyful heart 
Feels neither rang of grief-, nor fears the ſmart 
Of jealous doubts , but drunk with full defires ) 
Are torments , weigh'd with theſe celeſtial fires 
Pleaſures that raviſh 1n ſo high a meaſure , 

That O I Janguiſh in excels of pleafure : 

What raviſh'd heart , that feels theſe melring joys , 
Would not deſpiſe and loath the treach'rous toys 
Of dunghil Earth? WharSoul would not be proud 
Of wry-mouth'd ſcorns, the worſt thar fleſh and Blood 
Had rancor to deviſe ? Who would not bear 

The Worlds derifion with a thankful ear ? 

What palat would refuſe full bowls of ſpight , 

To gain a minutes-afte of ſuch delight ? 

Great ſpring of Light in whom there 1s no ſhade 
But what my interpoſed fins have made. 

Whole narrow melting fires admit no ſcreen 

But what my own rebelltons put between 

Their precious flames and my obdurate ear ? 
Diſperſe this plague diſtilling clouds, and clear 
My mungy Soul into a glorious day 3 

Tranſplant this ſcreen, remove this bar away : 
Then , then my fluent Soul ſhall feel the fires 

Of thy fiveet voice , and my difſoly'd defires 
Shall turn a ſov'reign balſome , to make whole 
Thoſe wounds my Sins inflited on thy Soul. 


Ss. AUGUST. 
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S, A u G u S Ts Soliloq. CaP. 34» 


what fire is this that ſo warmeth my heart ? What Light is 
this that fo enlightneth my Soul ? O fire , that always burntth , 
Þf 14 never goeft out, kindle me © O light, which ever ſhine}t,and 
art never Airkned', illuminate me: O that I had my heat from 
thee , moſt boly fire! How ſweetly doſt thou burn ? How ſecretly 
dſt thou ſhine ? How deſiderably doſt thou inflame me ? 


BONAVENT. Stim. amoris cap. 8. 


It maketh God man , and man God ; things temporal , E- 
ternal, Mortal, immortal 3 it maketh an Enemy a Friend g 
w Servant, a Son; vile things, glorious; cold bearts , 
fir); and bard things ,; liquid. 
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EPIG. 4. 


My Soul thy gold is true , bur full of droſs ; 
F Thy Seviows breath refines thee with ſome lof; : 
7, | gentle furnace makes thee pure as true; 
* [Thou muſt be melted ere thart caſt anew. 
\n'a S 2 | V 1: 


Whom haue [m heaven but thee-ex what 


_ [on c1th _” __ 33 
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PSALM 73. 2g. 


Whom have Tin Heaven but thee 8 and what 


deſire I on Earth in re ſþe of tbee, 


I, 


ap ( and have ſome cauſe to love: )- the Earth : 
She is my Makers creature; therefore good : 

She is my Mather , for ſhe gave me birth z 

the is my tender Nurſe ; ſhe gives me food ; 

- But what's a Creature, Lord , compar'd with thee ? 


Or what's my Mother , or my Nurſe to me ? 


2» 


[love the Air : her dainty ſweets refreſh 
My drooping Soul , and to new ſweets invite me ; 
fer ſhril-mouth'd quire ſuſtain me with their fleſh, 


And with their Polyphonian notes delight me : 


But what's the Air or all the (weers that ſhe 
Can hlefs my Soul withal , compar'd to thee ? 


3. 


Ilove the Sea: She is my fellow-Creature , 

My careful perveyour 3 ſhe provides me ſtore ; 
She walls the round ; ſhe makes my diet greater, 
She wafrs my treaſure from a foreign ſhore : 

, But Lord of Oceans , when compar'd with thee, 


'l 


What is the Ocean, or _— to me? 
RE FS 3 


»2 
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4 
To Heay'ns high City I dire& my journey , 
Whoſe ſpangled ſuburbs entertain mine Eye 3 
Mine Eye , by contemplations great Atturney , 
Tranſcends the cryſtal pavement of the skie: 
But what is Hegvn, great God, compar'd to Thee? 
Without thy preſence Heav*n's no Heav'n to me. 


? Ce 6 . Wl . 1% 
Without thy preſence Earth gives.no refe&ion 3 
Withour hy DiMſehce Sex affords no 'treaſure 
Without thy preſence Air's a rank infection ;_ 
Without thy preſence Heay'n it ſelf's no pleaſure: 

If not poſleſs'd, if not enjoy'd 1n thee , 

What's Earth , or Sea, or Air , or Heay'n to me ? 

| 6, LIT wks 

The higheſt honaur , that the World can boaſt,” ' © © 
Are ſubjeRs far;tvo low for my defſrre';; a. 
The brighteſt beams of glory are { at'moſt ) 
Bur dying ſparkles of thy living fire ; ' 

The loudeſt flames that Earth can kindle, be 

But nightly Glow-worms if compar'd to thee. 


7 = + 
Without _ reſioce , Wealth are bags of cares ;' !* 
Wiſdom , but folly ; Joy , difquiet ſadneſs : K 
Friendſhip is treaſon , and Delights are ſnares; -i' * 
Pleaſures but pain, and Mirth bur pleaſing madneſs: 
Withour thee , Lord , things be nor whar they de , 
Nor have they being , when compar with thee. 
B. 
In having all things, and not thee , what have I? 
Not having thee , what have my lahours. got ? 
Let me enjoy hut thee , what faftheri crave 1 ? 
And having thee alone, what have. nor ? 
T with nor Sea , nor Land ; nor would I be 
Polleſt of Heay'n , Heav'n u aſſet of thee, 
"P BONA V- 
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BONAVENT, Soliloqu. Cap, r, 


Alas ! my God, now I underſtand ( but bluſh to confeſs ) 
that the beauty of thy Creatures hath deceived mine Eyes, and 1 
have not obſerved that thou art more amiable than all thy Crea- 
tures; to which thog haſt communicated but one drop of thy in- 
efimable beauty : for who bath adorned the Heavens with ſtars? 
Who hath ſtored the Air with Fowl, the waters with Fih , 
the Earth with Plants and Flowers ! But whit are all theſe but 
a ſmall Fark af divine beauty. - 0 | 


S, CHRY S. Hom: 5, in Ep. ad Rom. 
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In having nothing 1 bave-atl things , becauſe I have Chriſt ; 
Having thergfore' all things in him , I ſeek no other reward , 
for he #s the anzvirſal reward. 


EPIG. 6. 


Wha would not throw bis better thoughts about him , 
And corn this droſs within him ; that without him ? 
Caſt up ( my Soul ) thy clearer Eye; Behold , 


1f thou be fully melted , there's the mold, 
> $0 © $4 VII. 
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VIL 


Aeje ch:txto have my habitation among the tents 
of KideriBal:1 20 ++ 
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VII 


PSALM 120. 5. 


Woe is to me, that [ remain in Meſpeck,, 


and dwell in the tents of Kedar. 


S Natures courſe diſſoly'd ? doth rimes glaſs ſtand ? 


Or hath ſome frolick heart ſet back rhe hand 
Of Fares perpetual Clock ? will't never ſtrike ? 
k crazy Time grown lazy , faint or fick , 

With very Age ? or hath that great Pair-royal 

Of Adamantine Siſters late made trial 

Of ſome new trade ? ſhall mortal hearts grow old 

_ ? ſhall my weary = infold , | 
under my panting ſides for cyer ? 

I there no charinble habd will ſever 

My well-ſpun thred , that my impriſon'd Soul 

Mybe deliver'd from thus dull dark hole 

Of dungeon fleſh? 'O ſhall I , ſhall I never 

Be ranſom'd , but remain a ſlave for ever ? 

I is the lot of man but once to die, 

But e're that death , how many deaths have I ? 

What humane madneſs makes the World afraid 

To entertain Heav'ns joy , becauſe convey'd 

By th' hand of Death? will nakedneſs refuſe 


* Rich change of Robes , becauſe the man's not ſpruſe 


That brought them ? or will poverty ſend back 
Full bags of Gold , becauſe the bringers black ? 
Life is a bubble, blown with whining breaths , 
Fill'd with the torment of a thouſand Deaths ; 
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Which 
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Which being prick'd by death ( while death deprives 
One liſe ) preſents the Soul a thouſand lives : 

O frantick mortal , how hath Earth bewitch'd 

Thy Bedlam Soul , which hath fo fondly pitch'd 
Upon her falſe delights ! Delights that ceaſe 

Before enjoyment finds a time to pleaſe : 

Her fickle joys breed doubtful fears ; her fears 
Bring hopeful grzefs 3 her griefs weeps fearful tears ! 
Tears coyn deceitful hopes; hopes careful doubt , 
And furly paſſion juſtles paſſion out : +: 
To day we pamper with a full repaſt © © 
Of laviſh mirth , at Night we weep as falt: 

To night we ſwim in wealth, and lend; to morrow , 
We fink in want, and find no friend to borrow , 
In whar a climate doth my Soul refide ? ; 
Where: palefac'd murther ,: the firſt born of pride , 
Sets up her Kingdom1n the very ſmiles , 

And plighted farths of men like Crocodules 3- 

A land , where each embroyd'red ſattjn word, 

Is lin'd with fraud z where Mars his lawleſs ſword 
Exiles Aſtrea's balance 3, where that hand: - 

Now ſlayes his Brother, that new ſow'd his land 3 
O that my days of bondage would expire 

Ta this lewd foyl!} Lgrd , how my Soul's on fire 
To be diſſoly'd , that I might once obrain _, 
Theſe long'd for joys , long'd for fo oft in yan / 

Tf Moſes like T may nor live poſleſt Ly3v; 
Of this fair land ; Lord, let me ſee'r ar leaft, 
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S. AUGUST. Sojilogu. Cap. 12. 


My life is a frail life 5, a corruptible liſe 3 a life , which the 
more #t zncreaſeth , the more it decreaſeth : The further it goeth, 
the nearer #t cometh to Death. A deceitful life , and like a 
ſbadow full of the ſnares of Death : Now I rejoice , now I lan- 
guiſh, now I flouriſh, now infirm, now 1 live , -and ſtraight 
I die; now 1 ſeem bappy , always miſerable ; now I laugh , 
row I weep : Thus all things ars ſubjeft to mutability , that 
nothing continueth an hour in one eftate : O joy above joy, ex- 
eieding all joy without which there is u0 joy , when ſhall 1 enter 
into thee , that 1 may ſee my God that dwelleth in thee. 
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Art thou ſo weak ? O canſt thou not digeſt 
An hour of travel for 2 Night of reſt ?. 
Chear up my Soul : call home thy ſp'rits, and bear 


One bad good-f;iday , full mourh'd Eafter's near, 
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VIIL 
ROMANS 7. 24. 


0 wretched man that 1 ane ! who ſhall deliver 
me from the Body of this Death ? 


TD Ehold thy darling , which thy luftful care 
| ks for which thy reſtleſs thoughts => 
Such —— cares : for whim thy babbling brow 
$0 often ſweats , and bankrupt Eyes do ow 
Such midni ſcores to narure , or whoſe ſake 
Baſe Earth 1s ſainted , the infernal lake 
Unfear'd, the Crown of glory poorly rated : 
Thy God negletted , and thy Brother hared : 
Behold thy ps. wht — 
Þ dearly z w 
| 7 in *Y in fer weeds: 
Bela By a 4arling 8, whom thy fondneſs feeds 
With far-ferch'd delicates , the dear bought gains 
trite oe . the price of half thy pains : 
Behold t » Who , when dad by thee, 
Derides = neſs ; and when mot free , 
Proclaims her lover ſlave ; 3 and being fed 
Moft full , then ſtrikes th' indulgent feeder dead , 
What mean'ſt thou thus, ay fu deluded Soul, , 
nn many ? Can the rning cole. 
Of thy afeRion? laſt without the fuel 
Of counter-love ? Is thy compeer fo cruel , 
And thou ſo kind , to love unlov'd again? 
Cauſt thou ſow favours , and thus reap diſdain ? 5 


27. Emiblemes. Book Y.. 
Remember , O remember , thou art born | 
Of Royal Blood 3 remember thou art ſworn 

A Maid of Honour in the Court of Heaven ; 
Remember whar a coſtly pride was given 

To ranſome thee from ſlav'ry thou werrt in ; 

And wilt thou now , my Soul, turn ſlave again ? 
The Son and Heirto Heav'n's Tyi-une JE HO VE, 
Would fain become a futer for thy love , 

And offers for thy dow'r his Fathers throne , 

To fit for Seraphims to gaze upon; 

He'l giverhee Honour, Plealyre, Wealth, and Things 
Tranſcending far the Majeſty of Kings : 

And wilt thou proſtrate to rhe odious charms *. 

Of this baſe ſcullion 2. ſhall his hollow arms 

Hug thy ſofc ſides? ſhall theſe courſe hands untie 
The ſacred Zone of thy virginity? _.. 

For ſhame degen'rous Soul , let thy defire 

Be quickned up with more heroick fire 

Be wiſely proud , let thy ambirious Eye 

Read nobler objetts ;, let thy thoughts defie 

Such am'rous baſenefs ; ler thy Soul diſdain 

Th' ignoble profers of ſo baſe a ſwain 

Or if thy vows be paſt , and Hymens bands 

Have ceremonicd your unequal hands , 

Annul , ar leaſt avoid , thy lawleſs a& 

Wich 1nſufficiency , or percontraft : 

Or if the a& be good , yet maiſt thon plead 

A ſecond Freedom ; of the fleſh 1s dead. 
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| NATZIAN Z. Orat. 16. 


How 1 am joyn'd to this Body 1 bnow not 5; which when it is 
healthfu! , provoketh me to war, and being damaged by war , 
affeieth me with grief ; which I bath love as a fellow feruant , 
and hate as an utter Enemy : It 1s a pleaſant ſoe,and a perfidious 
friend. O ſtrange conjanttion and alienation : what I fear 1 em- 
brace , and what 1 love 1 am afraid of ? before I make wat , 
I am reconciled ; before I enjoy peace 1 am at variance. 


EPIG. 8. 


What need that Houſe be daub'd with Fleſh and Blood ? 
Hang'd round with filks and gold? repair'd with food ? 
Coſt idly ſpent ! That coſt doth but prolong 

Thy thraldome. Fool, thou mak'ft thy jail too ſtrong. : 
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I X. 
PHILIPPIANS rt. 55. 


1 am in a ſtraight between two, having a de- 


fire to be diſſolved, and to be with Chriſt: 


k. 
VW H A T meant our careful parents fo to wear 
} And laviſh outtheir ill excended hours , 
To purchaſe for us large poſſeſſions here , | 
Which ( though unpurchas'd ) are too truly ours ? 
What meant they, ah , what meant they to endure 
Such loads of needleſs Labour , fo procure | 
And make that thing our owt1,which was our own too ſure. 


% 
2, 


What mean theſe liv*ries and poſſeſſive keyes ? 
' What mean theſe bargains, and theſe needleſs fales? 
Whar need 'thefe jealous , theſe ſuſpicious ways 
Of law-devis'd , and law-diſfolv'd entails ? 
No need to ſweat for gold, wherewith to buy 
* - Eſtates of high-priz'd land ; no need to tie. | 
Earth to their heirs, were they bur clogg'd with Eatth, as 1. 


3s 


2 were their Souls bit clogg'd with Earth, asT, 
They would not purchaſe with fo ſalt an itch ,, 
they would not take of alms , what now they buy ? 
Nor call him happy , whom the World counts rich ; 
They would nor rake fuch pains , proje& and prog , 
| To charge their ſhoulders with fo great a log : 


Nho hath the greater lands , hath but che greater clog. | 
T T cannot 
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, 4* 
T cannot do an a& which Earth diſdains not 
I cannot think a thought which Earth corrupts not ; 
I cannot ſpeak a word which Earth profanes not 
I cannor make a vow Earth interprets not: 
Tf I bur offer up an early groan, 
Or ſpread my wings toHeay'ns long-long'd for throne, 
She darkens my complaints, and draggs my offering down, 


Ge 
Ev'n like the hawk, ( whoſe keepers wary hands 
Have made a prig'ner to her wethring ſtock ) 
Forgetting quite the pow'r of her faft bands , ' 
Makes a rank bate from her forſaken block , 
Bur her reo faithful leaſh doth ſoon retain 
Her broken flight , atrempted oft in vain ; 
It gives her loins a twich , and tnggs her back again. 


6, 


So , when my Soul diredts her better Eye : 
To Heav'ns bright Palace ( where my treaſure lies ) 
I ſpread my willing wings, but cannot flie, | 
Earth hales me down, I cannot , cannot riſe ! 
WhenT bur ſtrive to mount the leaſt degree , 
Earth gives a jerk , and foils me on my knee 3 
Lord, how my Soul is rack'd betwixt the World and thee! 


7. 
Great God , I ſpread my feeble wings in vain ? 
In vain I offer my extended hands: 
I cannot mounttill thou unlink my chain : 
I cannot come till thou releaſe my- bands : 
Which if thow pleaſe to break , and then ſmpply 
My wings with Spirit, th' Eagle ſhall nor flic 
A pitch that's half ſo fair , nor half ſo ſwift as I. 


Emblemes. Book V. | 


| 
BONAVENT. 


Book V. 


Cblemes. 


293 


BONAVENT, Soliloq. Cap. 1. 


Ab ſweet Jeſus , pierce the marrow of my Soul with tle 
hralthful ſhades of thy love , that it may truly burn and melt 
and languifſh with the only deſire of thee; that it may deſire 
to be diſſolved, and to be with thee: Let it hunger alone for 
the bread of life : let it thirſt aſter thee , the ſpring and foun- 
tain of eternal light , the ftream of true pleaſure : let it always 
deſire thee , ſeek thee , and: find thee , and ſweetly reſt in thet: 


EPIG. 9. 


What , will thy ſhackles neither looſe nor break ? 

are they too ſtrong, or 15 thy arm too weak ? 

' Art will prevail where knotry ſtrength denies z 

Ny Soul, there's Aqvs ſortis in thine Eyes, 
HY ; 
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X. 


PSALM 142. 7. 


Bring my Soul out of Priſon that I may 
praiſe thy Name, 


Mz Soul is like a Bird ,, my fleſh the cage , 
Wherein ſhe wears her weary pilgrimage 
f hours , as few as evil , daily fed 
th ſacred Wine , and Sacramental Bread ; 
keyes that lock her in , and let her our , 
re Birth and Death 3; *rwixt both ſhe hops about 
From pearch to pearch, from ſenſe to reaſon 3 then 
tom higher reaſon down to ſenſe again : 
tom ſenſe ſhe climbs to Faith 3 where for a ſeaſon 
he firs and Sings 3 then down again to reaſon :; 
dm reaſon back to Faith , and ftraight from thence 
py flutters ro the perch of ſenle : 
tom ſenſe ra hope ; then hops from hope to doubt , 
tom doubt to dull deſpair 3 there ſeeks abour 
Ir deſp'rare Freedom ,: and at ev'ry grate , 
ewildly thruſts , and beggs th* untimely date 
the unexpired thraldom , to releaſe 
afflicted caprive , that can find no peace. 
ws am I coop'd within this fleſhly cage 
wear my youth , and walt my weary Ape , 
ding that breath which was ordain'd to chaunt 
praiſes forrh , 1a ſighs and ſad complaint : 
happier birds can ſpread their nimble wing 
mſhrubs ro Ced. rs , and there chirp and ſing, 
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In choice &f raptures , harmonious ſtory 

Of mans Redemption , and his Makers glory : 

You glorious Martyrs , you illuſtrious ftoops, 

That once were cloyſter'd 1n your fleſhly coops, 

As faſt as | , what rhet'rick had your tongues ? 
What dextrous Art had your Elegiack ſongs ? 

What Paul-lihe pow'r had your admir'd devotion 
What ſhackle-breaking Faittnfus'd ſuch motion 
To your ſtrong Prayer , that could obtain che boon 
To be enlarg'd ; ro be uncag'd {o ſoon? 

Whenl, poor I, can ſing my daily tears , 
Grown old jn bondage , and can find no Ears : 
You great partakers of Eternal glory , 

That with your Heav'n-prevalling Oratory, 
Releas'd your Souls from your terreltrial cage , 
Permir the paſſion of my holy rage 

To recommend my (orrows, dearly known 

To you , in days of old , and once your own, 

To your beſt thoughts , {but oWt doth not befic ye 
To move your Pray'rs : you love joy , not pitie : ) 
Great Lord of Souls ro whom ſhould pris'ners flic , © 
But thee ? Thou hadft thy cage , as well as I; 

And for my ſake;, thy pleaſure was to know 

The ſorrows that 1t brought, and felrſt them roo ; 
O ſer me free, and I will ſpend thoſe days, 

Which now I waſte in begging, in thy praiſe. 


ANSELM, 


- 
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ANSELM, in Protolog. cap. r. 


0 miſerable condition of mankind , that has loſt that for 
which he was created ! Alas , what hath he loſt? And what 
hath be found ? © He hath loſt happineſs for which he was made, 
and found miſery for which he was not made : What is gone ? 
And what 3s leſt * That thing is gone , without which he is 
unhappy ? That thing is leſt , by which be is: miſerhble: 0 
wretched men ? From whence are wt expelled ? To what are we 
impelled ? Whence are we thrown ? And whither are we hur- 
red ? From our home into baniſhment 3 from the fight of God 
itto-our own blindneſs 3 from. the pleaſure of immortality to the 
bitterneſs of death : miſerable change! From how great i good , 
to bow great an evil? Ah me, what bave 1 enterpriſed ? that 
have 1 done ? Whither did 1 go ? Whither am 1 come ? 


E P I G. IO. 


Paus midnight-voice prevail'd 3 his muſicks thunder! 
lnhing'd the priſon-doors , ſplit bolts in ſunder 3 
And firr'ſt thou here , and hang'(t the feeble wing ? 
And whin'ft to be enlarg'd ? Soul 2 learn to Sing- : 
4 TEEN 
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XL 


ook V.  Emblenes 89 


X 1. 
"PSALM 24. 2. 


As the Hart panteth. after the water-braoks j 
fo panteth my Soul after thee , O God. 


T, 


Ow ſhall my tongue expreſs that hallow'd fire 
Which Heav'n hath kindled in my raviſh'd heart ? 
hat Muſe fhall'1 invoke ,- that will inſpire 
My lowly quill»eo a& a lotty / part! 
What Ars ſhall 1 deviſe r expreſs defire , 
Tos intricate to be expreſs'd by Art / 
Ler all the Nine be tilent ; 1 refuſe 
Their aid in this high task}, for chey abuſe 
The flames of loye too much : afſiſt me, Davids Mule. 


2, 


Not as the thirſty ſoil defires ſoft ſhow'rs 
To quicken and refreſh her Embryon grain 3 
Nor as the drooping creſts of fading flow'rs 
Requeſt rhe bounry of a morning rain, 
Do I defire my God : theſe in few Hours , 
Re-wiſh what late their wifhes did obram , + 
But as the ſwifr-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
To th' much deſired ſtreams, even fo do I : 
Pant after thee , my God , whom I muſt find , or yr 
core 
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3». 


Before a pack of deep-mouth'd luſts I flee ; 
O, they have ſingled out my panting heart, 
And wanton Cupid , fitting in a Tree , 
Hath pierc'd my boſome with a flaming dart ; 
My Soul being ſpent , for refuge ſeeks to thee , 
But cannot find where thou my refuge art: 
Like as the ſwift-foot Hart doth wounded flie 
To the deſired ſtreams, ev'n fo do I | 
Pant after thee, my God , whom I muſt find , or die. 


4+ 


At length by flight , I over-went the pack ; 
Thou drew'ſt the wanton dart from out my wound 
The Blood that follow'd , left a purple track , 
Which brought a Serpent , bur in ſhape a Hound : 
We ſtrove , he bit me 3 but thou brak'ſt his back, 
T left him grov'ling on th' envenom'd ground ; 
But as the Serpent-bitten Hart doth tlie 
To the long-long'd for ſtreams, ev'n fo did I 
Pant after thee, my God, whom I muſt figd-, or dic. 


FL 


If Luſt ſhould chaſe my Soul , made ſwift by fright , 
Thou art the ſtream , whereto my Soul 1s bound : 
Or if a Jav'lin wound my fides in flight , 
Thou art the Balſom that muſt cure my wound , 
Tf;Poyſon chance r'infeſt my Soul in fight, _ ... 
Thou art the Treacle that mult make me ſound : 
Ev'n as the wounded Hart, emboſt , doth flie 
To th' ſtreams extremely long'd for, ſodo 1, 
Pant after thee, my God , whom I muſt find , or die, 


CYRIL 
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CY.RIL. lib, s. in Joh. cap. 10. 


0 precious Water , which quencheth the noyſom thirſt of this 
World , ſconureth all the ſtains of Sinners, that watereth the 
Earth of our Souls with heavenly ſhowers ,* and bringeth back 
the thirſly heart of man to his only God *— 


S. AU GUS T..*Salilpg. 35. 


0 ſountain of liſe, and wvtin of living waters, when ſhall 
I leave this forſaken , impaſſible, and ary Eph ," and tafie 
the waters of thy ſweetneſs , that 1 may bthola thy, virtue and 
thy gfory , and ſlabe my thirſt with the ſtreams of thy Mercy ; 
Lord , I thirſt : Thou art the ſprang of life , ſatisfie me 5 1 
thirſt Lord , 1 thirſt aſter thee the living God { 


a. ww 


EPIG. 11. 


The arrow ſmitten Hart , deep wounded , flies 

To th' ſprings with Warer in his weeping Eyes: 

Heav'n is thy ſpring : If Sarans fiery darc 

Pierce thy faint ſides ; do ſo, my wounded Heart. 
XIT, 
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X II. 
PSALM 42. 3. 


When ſhall I come and appear before God ? 


WW H A T 1s my Soul the better to be tin'd 
/ Wirth holy fire? What boots it to be coyn'd 


With Heavens own ſtamp ? What vantage can there be 
To Souls of Heav'n deſcended pedigree , 

More, than to beafts that grovel? Are not they 

Fed by th* Almighties hand ? And ev'ry day, 

Filld with his bleſſing too ? Do they not ſee 

God in his Creatures , as dire as we ? 

Do they not taſte thee? Hear thee 4 nay , what ſenſe 
Is not partaker of thine excellence ? 

What more do we ? Alas , whar ſerves our reaſon, 
But , like dark Lanthorns , to accompliſh treaſon 
With greater cloſeneſs? It affords no Lighr, 

Brings thee no nearer to cur pur-blind fight - 

No pleaſure riſes up the leaft degree , 

Great God , but 1n the clearcr view of thee: 

What priv*ledge more than ſenfe hath reaſon then? 
What vantage 1s it ro be horn , a man ? 

How oftenhath my patierce built, dear Lord, 

Vain towrs of hope upon thy gracious Word ? 

How often hath thy Hope-reviving Grace 

Woo'd my ſuſpicious Eyes to ſeck thy face ? 

How often have I ſcught thee ? O how long 

Bath expeQation taught my perfe& rongue 

Repeated pray'rs, yet pray'rs could ne'r obtain + 

In vain 1 ſeek thee , ard I beg in vain: : 
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Tf it be high preſumption to behold 

Thy face , why didſt thou make mine Eyes ſo bold 
To ſeek it? If that obje& be roo bright 

For mans aſpe&t why did thy lips invite 

Mine Eye rexped it? If it might be ſeen, 

Why is this envious curtain drawn between 

My darkned Eye and it? O tell me, why 

Thou dofſt command rhe thing thou doſt deny ? 
Why dolt thou give me fo unpriz'd a treaſure, 
And then deny'{t my greedy : oul the pleaſure , 
To view thy gift : Alas, alas that gift is void , 

And 15 no gift, that may not be enjoy'd : 

If thoſe refulgent beams Heavens great Light 

G11d not the day , what is the day , but Night ? 
The drouzy ſhepherd ſleeps ; flowers droop and fade 3 
The birds are ſullen , and the beaſt is ſad : 

But if bright Tztan dart his golden ray , * 

And , with his riches , glorifie the day , 

The jolly ſhepherd pipes ; flowers _ ſpring 3 
The beaits grow gameſome , and the birds they Sing. 
Thou art my Sun , great God: O when ſhall I 
View the full beams of thy Meridian Eye ? 

Draw , draw this fleſhly curtain , that denies 

The gracious preſence of thy glorious Eyes 3 

Or give me Faith ; and by the Eye of grace , 

I ſhall behold thee , though not face to face. 


S. AUGUST, 
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S. AUGUST. in Pal. 39. 


Who created all things is better than all things ; who beautsi- 
fid all things 3s more beautiful than all things : who made 
flrength 4. flronger than all things : .-who made great things is 
greater than all things : Whatſorver thou loveft, be is that to © 
thee : Learn to love the Workman in his work, the Creatour in 
his creature : Let not that which was made by him poſſeſs thee 
left thou loſe him by whom thy ſelf was made. 


S. AUGUST. Med. cap. 37. 


0 thou Hoſt ſweet , moſt gracious , moſt amiable , moſt ſair, 
when ſhall T. ſee thee ? when ſhall 1 be ſatisfied with thy beauty ? 


When wilt lead me-from this dark dungeon , that 1 may 
confeſs thy name. | 


EPIG. 12, 


How art thou ſhaded in this veil of Night , 

Behind thy curtain fleſh ? chou ſeeſt no Light , 

But what thy pride doth challenge , as her own 3 

Thy fleſh is high ; Soul , take this curtain down, Th 
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PSALM 55. 6. 


0 that I hal the wings of a Dove , for ther 
I would flie away and be at reſt ! 


T 


N D am I fworn a dunghil-ſlaye for ever 
To Earths bafe dtudg'ry ? ſhall I never find 
A Night of reſt? ſhall my indentures never 
Be cancell'd ? did injurious Narure bind 

My Soul Earths prentice , with no clauſe to leave her ? 
| No day of Freedom : muſt 1 ever grind ? 

O that I had the pinions of a Dove , 

That I might quit my bands and ſoar above , 
and pour my juſt complaints before the great Jehove ! 


2» 


flow happy are the Doves , that have the pow'r , 
When ere they pleaſe , ro ſpread their airy wings ! 
Or cloud-dividing Eagles , that can towre 
Above the ſcent of theſe inferiour things ! 
mw happy is the Lark , that ev'ry hour 
"Leaves Earth, and then for joy mounts up and ſings ! 
Had my dull Soul but wings as well as they , 
How I would ſpring from Earth, and clip away! 
A wiſe Aſtres did , and ſcorn this ball of clay : - 
V 
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$. 
| © how my Soul would ſpurn this ball of clay , p 
And loath the dainties of Earths painful pleaſure ? whi 

O howT'de laugh to ſee men Night and Day th 


Turmoi!. ro gain thart traſh, they call their treaſure ! ot 
O how I'de (mile ro ſee what plors they lay R 
To catch a blaſt, or own a ſmile from Ceſar ! 
Had T the pinjons of a mounting Dove , 
How I would ſoar and ſing , and hate the love 


Of cranſitory toys ,. and feed on joys above ! | 
den 
4 jon 


There ſhould I find that everlaſting pleaſure , ( not; 
Which change-removes not , and which chance prevent 
There ſhould I find that everlaſting treaſure , 
Which force deprives not, fortune diſaugments no 3 
There ſhould 1 find that everlaſting Czſar , 
Whoſe hand recalls not, and whoſe heart repents not; 
Had I the pintons of a clipping Dove , 
How I would climb the $kies , and hate the love 
Of tranſitory roys , and joy in things above! 


go. 


No rank mouth'd ſlander there ſhall give offence , 
Or blaſt our blooming names , as here they do z 
No liver-ſcalding luſt ſhall chere incenſe 
Our boilipg veins. There is no Cupid's bow 3 
Lord , give my Soul the Milk-white innocence 
Of Doves , and I ſhall have their pinions too : 
_ \ Had The pinions of a ſprightly Dove, 
How I would quit this Earth , and ſoar above 
And Heav'ns bleſt Kingdom find , with Heay'ns hleft King 
( Jehove. 


4-2 


S. AUGUSL 
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S. AUGUST. in Pal. 138. 


What wings ſhould 1 defire , but the two precepts of love , on 
which the Law , and the Prophets depend ! O if 1 could obtain 
tyſe wings , I could fly from thy face to thy ſace , from the ſace 
of thy Fuſtice to the face of thy Mercy : Lit us find thoſe wings 
j love » Which we bave loſt by luft. 


S. AUGUST. in Plal. 76. 


Let us "raft off whatſoever hindereth , entangleth , or bur- 
dntth our flight , until we attain that which ſatisfieth ; bt» 
yd which , nothing is ; beneath which , all things art 3 of 

 Ybich all things are; 
b. : 


ng E PIG. 13 


c Flell me, my wiſhing Soul , did'ſt ever trie 
low faft the wings of red-croſt Faith can flie ? 
Why begg'i chou then he pinions of a Dove ? 

: Faiths —_ are (wifter, but the ({wiftelt love. —_ 
| 4 V a . 
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XIV. 


PSALM 24. 1. 


How amiable are thy taberngcles, O God 
of Hoſts ! bk, 


A Nrient of dayes to whom all times are Now , 
Before whoſe Glory Seraphims do bow.  - 
teir bluſhing cheeks, and veil their blemilh'd faces , 
at uncontain'd , at once doth fill all places 3 
flow glorious , O how far beyond the height 
f puz'led quills , «or the obtuſe concelr 
f Fleſh and Blood , or the too flar reparts; 
f mortal rongues are thy expreſſeſs courcs | 
joſe glory to paint forth with greater Art , 
my fancy , and inſpire my heart ; 
uſe my bold attempt , and pardon me 
r ſhewing ſenſe , what Faith alone ſhould ſee. 
Ten thouſand: Millions, and ten thouſand more 
f Angel meaſured leagues, from th' Eaftern ſhore 
f dungeon-earth this glorious Palace ſtands , 
fore whoſe pearly gares ten thouſand bands 
XK armed Angels wait to entertain 
Thoſe purged Souls , for which the Lamb was ſlain : 
Whoſe guilcleſs Death and voluncary yielding : 
whole given life , gave the brave court her building: 
'Fte luke-warm Blood of this dear Lamb being ſpilr 3 
orubies tarn'd whereof her poſts were built 3 
what dropp'd down in a kind gelid gore , 
ud turn rich Sapphires , and did pave her floor : 


V, V 3 The 
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The ames, that from his Eye balls ray'd , 


Grew Chryſolites , whereof her walls were made : 
The milder glances ſparkled on the ground , 

And _ a every door with Diamond ; 

Bur dying , darted upwards , and did fix 

A bartlement of pureſt Sardonyx. 

Her ſireers with hurniſh'd gold are paved round , 
Stars ly like pebbles ſcatt'red on the ground : 

Pearl mixt with Onyx ; and the Jaſper ſtone , 
Made gravell'd cauſe-ways to be trampled on. 
There ſhines no Sun hy day no Moon by Night , 
The Palace glory is the Palace Light : 

There 1s no time to meaſure motion by , 

There Time is (wallow*d with Eternity : 
Wry-mouth'd Diſdain, and corner hunting Luſt , 
And twy-fac'd Fraud, and beetle-brow'd Diſtruſt , 
Soul-boylmg Rage , and trouble ſtate Sedirion , 
And giddy Doubt , and goggle-cy'd Suſpition, 
And lumpiſh Sorrow , and degen'rous Fear 

Are baniſh'd thence , and Death's a ſtranger there : 
Eur ſimple Love , and ſempiternal Joys 
Whoſe ſweetneſs neither glurs nor fulneſs cloys ; 
Where face to face our raviſh'd Eye ſhall ſee 
Great ELO HIM, thar glorious One 1n Three, 
And Three in One , and ſeeing him ſhall bleſs him, 
And bleſſing , love him , and 1n love poſſeſs him , 
Hege ſtay my Soul and raviſh in Relation : 

Thy words being ſpent , ſpend now in contemplation. 


Ll 


8. GREG. 


; 
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S. GREG. in pſal. 9. pcenicent. 


Sweet Jeſus , the word of the Father , the brightneſs of pa- 
traal glory , whom Angels dlight to view, teach me ts do 
thy will ; that led by toy good Spirit , I may come to that 
Weſſed City , where day is Eternal , where there is certain ſe- 
rity , and ſecure eternity , and Eternal peace , and peaceſul 
happineſs , and bappy ſweetneſs, and ſweet pleaſure; where 
thou, O God , with the Father and the boly Spirit liveft and 
nigneſt world without end, 


Ibidem, 


There is Light without darkneſs; joy without grief 3 deſire 
without puniſhment 3 Love without ſadneſs ; \ ſatiety without 
luthing 3 ſaſety without Fear 3 health without diſeaſe 3 and 
Liſe without Death. 


EPI G. 14+ 
My Soul , pry not too nearly ; the complexion 
6G. o* Sols bri hr face 1s ſeen bur by reflexion : 
But would'ft thou know what's Heav'n? T'l tell thee what, 


Think, what thou canſt not think , and Heay*a is that. 
V4 R V; 
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X V. 


CANTICLES 8. 14 


Make haſt, my Beloved, and be like the 


Roe , or the young Hart upon the monun- 
tains of Spices, 


(38; gentle ryrant, go; thy flames do pierce 


CJ My Soul to deep; thy. flames are too too fierce 3 
My marrow melts , my fainring Spirits fry 
th torrid Zone of thy Merjdian Eye : 
Away , away , thy ſweets are roo perfuming : 


'Turn , turn thy face , thy fires aretoo conſuming: 


Haſt herice , and ler thy winged ſteps our-go 
The frighted Ro-buck , and this flying Ro. 
But wilt thou leave me then ? O thou that art 
Life of my Soul , Soul of my dying heart , 
Without the (weet aſpe& of whoſe fair Eyes ? 
My Soul doth languiſh , and her ſolace dies , 
Art thou ſo cafily woo'd ? ſo apt to hear 
The frantick language of my fooliſh ſear ? 
Leave, leave me not, nor turn thy beauty from me 3 
Look, look upon me, though thine eyes o'recome me. 
O how they wound ! but how my wounds content me! 
How ſweetly theſe delightful pains torment me ! 
How I am tortur'd in exceſſive meaſure 
Of pleafing cruelties too cruel pleaſure! 
Turn, turn away , remove thy ſcorching beams 3 
I languiſh with theſe bitter-ſweet extremes : 
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Haſt then and let thy winged ſteps out go 
The fl ing Ro-buck , and his frighted Ro. 
Turn back, my dear; O let my raviſh'd Eye 
Once more behold thy face before thou fly ; 
What ſhall we part withour a mutual k1l+ ? 
O who can leave fo ſweer a face as this ? 
Look full upon me3 for my Soul deſires 
To turn a holy Martyr 1h thofe fires : 
O leave me not, nor turn thy beaury from me; | 
Look, look upon me, though thy tlames o'recome me. 
If thou becloud the Sun-ſhine of thy Eye , 
T freeze to Death, and if it ſhine, I fry; 
Which like a feaver , that my Soul hath gor , 
Makes me to burn toocold , or freeze too hot : 
Alas, I cannor bear fo (weer a ſmart, 
Nor canſt thou be leſs glorious , than thou art. 
Haſt then and lerthy winged iteps out-go 
The frighted Ro-buck , and this flying Ro. 
Bur go not far beyond the reach of breath ; 
Too large a diitance makes another Death: 
My yourh 1s tn her ſpring 3 Aurumnal vows 
Will make me Riper for ſo ſweet a Spouſe , 
When after-times have burniſh'd my defire , 
T1 ſhoot thee flames for flames , and fire for fire. 
O leave me not, nor tura thy beauty from me 3 
Look, look upon me, though thy flames o'recome me. 


Auo 
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Autor ſcalz Paradifi, Tom. 9: Aug. cap. 8. 


Feay 0t , 0 Bride , nor deſpair; think not thy ſelf con- 
temner. . #: thy Briazgroom withdraw bis ſace awhile: a 
things -96,era'e for the beſt; both from his abſence, and his 
prejence tho /auneſt Light : He cometh to thee, and he goetb 
from tle : He cometh to mabe thee conſolate 3, he goeth, ro make 
thee cautzous , leſt thy abundant conſolation puff thee up : bt 
comcth., that thy languijhing Soul may be comforted 5 he goeth, 
leſt his familiarity ſhould -be contemned +, and being abſent to be 
more deſired, and biing deſerved , to be more earneſily ſought 2 
axd being long ſought , to be more acce9:ab!y found. 


Lg 
3 
| FP 


EPIG. 15. 


My Soul Sins Monſter , whom with greater eaſe 

Ten thouſand fold . thy God could make than pleaſe; 
What would'{t thou have ? nor pleas'd wich Sun,nor ſhade ? 
Heav'n knows not what to make of what he made. 


THE 
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Caoraat ad arar . | 


Fd 
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THE 


FAREWELL 


REVELATION 2. 10. 


Be thou faithful unto Death, and 1 will give 
thee the Crown of Life. 


I. 
Bs. fairhful , Lord , what's that ? 
Believe : *t1s cafic tro believe ; but what ? 
That he whom thy hard heart hath wounded , 
And whom thy ſcorn hath ſpit upon , 
Hath paid thy fine , and hath compounded 
For theſe foul deeds thy hands have done : 
Believe , that he whoſe gentle palms 
Thy needle-pointed fans have nail'd , 
Hath born thy flaviſh load ( of alms ) 
And made ſupply where thou haſt fail'd : 
Did ever mis'ry find fo ſtrange relief? 
It is a love too irange for mans belief, 


2. 
Believe that he , whoſe fide 
Thy crimes have pierc'd with their rebellions, di'd , 
To fave thy guilty Soul from dying 
Ten thouland horrid deaths , from whence + ! 
There was no ſcape , there was no flying , 
But through his deareſt Bloods expence: 
Believe , this dying Friend requires 
No other thanks for all his pain, 
But ev'n the truth of weak defires, 
And for his love , but love again - 
Did ever mis'ry find fo true a Friend ? 
It is a loye too vaſt to comprehend. We 
Witir 
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Zo 


With floods of tears baptize 
And drench chele dry, theſe unregen'rate Eyes; 
Lord , wher my dull my blunr belief, 
And break this fleſhly rock in ſunder , 
That from th1s Heart, this Hell of prick , 


May ſpring a Heave'a of love and wonder : 


O if thy Mercies will remove 

And melt this lead from my belief , 
My gricf will then refine my love , 

My love will then refreſh my grief : 


Then weep mine Eyes as he hath bled 3 vouchſafe 


To drop for every drop an Epitaph. 


4 


But is the Crown of Glory 
The wages of a lamentable ſtory ? 
Or can ſo great a purchaſe riſe 
From a falt humour ? caft mine Eye 
Run faſt enough r obtain this prize ? 
If ſo, Lord, who's fo mad to die ? 
Thy tears are trifles 3 thou mult do : 
Alas, I cannot then endeavour : 
T will ! bur will a tug or two 
Suffice the turn ? "thou muſt perſever : 
T1 ſtrive tiff Death ; and ſhall my feeble ſtrife 
Be crown'd? I'l Crown it with a Crown of life. 


$+ 


But is there ſuch a dearth 
That thou muſt buy , whar is thy due by birth ? 
He whom thy hands did form of duſt 
And gave him breath upon condition 3 
To love his great Creatour , muſt 
He now be thize by compoſition ? 


Art 


a nA 
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Art thou a gracious God and mild , 
Or head-firong man rebellious racher ? 
O, man's 4 baſe rebellious Child , 
And thou a very gracious Farher ; 
The pifr i» thine 3 we ſtrive . thou crown'ſt our ſtrife 3 
Thou giv ſt us Faith ; and Faith, a Crown ot life. 


F.I-N.F-S. 


b 
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The mind of the Frontiſpitce. 


This Bubble's Man : Hope , Fear , falſe Joy and Trouble, 
Are thoſe four Winds which daily toſs this Bubble. 
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To the Right Honourable 
Both in BLOOD and VIRTUE, 
ard moſt accompliſht Lady 


MAR Y- 


COUNTESS of DORSET. 


Laidy Governeſs to the moſt 
Illuſtrious 


CHARLES, 


PRINCE of Great BRITAIN, and 


JAMES. 


DUKTRE of FO R\A. 


Excellent Lady 


I Preſent theſe Tapours to burn under the 
ſafe protettion of your Honourable 
Name : where , I preſume, they ſtand ſcnre 
from the Damps of Ignorance , and Blaſts of 

N 4 Cenſnre , 


he Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Cenſure , It ts a ſmall part of that tbundant 

ervice which my thankful heart owth your 
incomparable goodneſs. Be pleaſed tc honour . 
it with your noble Acceptance-, wheh ſhall 
be nothing but what your own eſtem ſhall 
make it. 


MADAM, 


Your Ladiſhips moſt 


humble Servant, 


FRA, QUARLES, 


321 


To the Reader. 


I here let before you a ſecond Service. 
It is an Agyptian diſh , dreſt on the 
Exeliſh faſhion : "They , at their Feaſts, 
uſed to preſent a Deaths-head at their 
kcond Courſe : "This will ſerve for both, 
You need not fear a fſurteit : Here is bur 
little ; and that , light of digeſtion : Tfir 
but pleaſe your Palate , I queſtion not 
your Stomach : Fall to; and much good 
y 1t do you. | 


þ 48 you are fſatised with my Emblems, 


Convivio addit Minerval. E. B. 


em, Regem, Regimen, Regionem, Religionem, 
| Exornat, celebrat, laudat, honorat, amat. 


PSALM 


Hieroglyph. T. 


<Y » 


Ft I EA 


Hieroghyph. 1. 2323 
PSAEM 1.5. 


hold I was ſhapen in iniquity , and in Sin 


did my Mother conceive me. 


An is mans A. B. C. There 1s none that can 
Read God aright , unleſs he firſt ſpell Man: 
11s the ſtairs , whereby his knowledge climbs, 
d his Creatour, though it oftentimes 
mbles for want of Light , and ſometimes trips 
want of careful heed 3 and ſomerimes ſlips 
ugh unadviſed haſt ; and when at length 
weary ſteps have reach'd the top, his ſtrength 
falls to ſtand 3 his giddy brains turn round , 
| Phaeton-like , falls headlong to the ground : 
ſe ſtairs are often dark , and full of danger 
him , whom want of pratice makes a ſtranger , 
this blind way : the Lamps of nature lends 
a falſe Light; and Lights to her own ends : 
ſe be the ways to Heaven, theſe paths require 
ighr that ſprings from that Diviner fire , 
ole humane Soul-enlightning Sun beams dart 
bugh the bright crannies of th'immorral part. 
And here, thou great Original of Light, 
ſhoſe errour-chaſing beams do unbenighr 
The very Soul of darkneſs, and untwilt 
The clouds of ignorance , do thou aſſiſt 
My feeble quill ; refle& thy ſacred rayes 
© theſe lines , that they may light the ways 
Thar lead to thee ; 1o guide my heart , my hand ; 
That I may do what others underſtand. 
Let my heart pradtiſe what my hand ſhall write ; 
Till then, I ama Tapour wanting Light : 
WW This 
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Thys golden Precept , Know thy ſilf , came down 

From Heavn's high Court : Ir was an Art unknown 

To fleſh and Blood, The men of Nature took 

Great journeys in tt: thair dim Eyes did look 

Bur through: a miſt , like Pilgrims they did ſpend 

Thew tdle ſteps, bur know no journeys end, 

The way to knew thy ſelf , 15 firſt to caſt 

Thy fatl beginning, Progreſs, and thy laſt: 

Tins, ts the Sum of Man : But now return 

And view this rapour ſtanding in this Urn. 

Behold! her ftubſtance fordid and 1mpure , | 
Uſd. and vain 5 and (wanting night) obſcure : f 
"Tis but a ſpan atingeſt, nor can la | | 
Beyond that ſpan ; ordain'd and made to waſt : 

Ew fuch was Man(before his Soul gave light 

To his vile ſubſtance ) a meer child of night; 

Ere he had life , eſtared in his Urn , 

And markr for Death ; by nature , born to burn : 

Thus liveleſs., lightlels, worthleſs firſt began 

That glorious | that perſumptuous thing call'd Man, 


| 
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tonfider , O man , what thou wert biſore thy bivth , and 
ut thou art from thy birth to thy Death, and what tho ſhalt 
ter Death : Thou wert made of an impure ſubſtance, clotbed 
{ nouriſhed in thy Mothers Blood. 


EGIP. r. 


t, fond Tapour : what thou ſeek'ſt , ts fire 3 
Ldeſtruction's lodg'd in thy defire. 

ats are far more ſafe than their ſupply : 
degins to live, begins to die. 
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GENESIS 1. 3: 


| And God ſaid , Let there be Light; and 
there was Light. 


I. 


Sb His flame expeCing tapour hath art length 
Received fire , and now. begins to burn: 
It hath no vigour yet , it hath no ftrength ; 
Apt to be puft and quenchr at every turn : 
Ir was a gracious hand that thus endow'd 
This ſnuff with flame : But mark this hand doth ſhroud 
It ſelf from mortal Eyes, and fold it in a cloud, 


2» 


{Thus man begins to live. An unknown flame 
# Quickens his finiſhr Organs , now poſſeft 
F= With motion; and which motion doth proclaim 
- An adtive Soul , though in a feeble breaſt : 
Bur how, and when infus'd ask not my pen 
= Here flies a cloud before the Eyes of men: _. 
F1-cannot tell thee how , nor canft thou re!l me when. 


3. 


* | Was it a parcel of Celeſtial fire 
Infus'd by Heav'n into this fleſhly mold ? 
Or was it ( think you ) made a Soul entire ? 
Then, Was it new created ? Or of old? 
Or 1s't a propagated Spark, rak'd out 
From Natures embers ? While we go about, 
Byreaſon to reſolye , the more we raiſe a doubt. 
Tf 


by 
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4 
If it be part of that celeſtial. Flame , 

It muit be ev'n as pure, as free fro mm (por vt 
As that eternal Fountain whence it came ; $g 


It pure and ipotleſs, then whence came the blot ? 
Ir ſelf b-ing pure could not it (elf defile ; 
Nor hath unaGtive matter pow'r to fol] 
Her pure and ative form, as Jarrs corrupt their Oyl, - 


-Þ 


Or if 1c were (created-, tell me when ? 
If in the firſt fix Dayes , where kept till now ? 
Or if the Soul were new created , then 
Heav*n did not ar all, at firſt , he had to do: 
Six Days expired, all creation cealt ; 
All kinds , ev'n from the greateſt to the leaſt , 
Were fin!ſht and complete before the day of reſt, 


6. 


But why ſhould Man, the Lord of Creatures, want 
That priviledge which Plants and Beaſts obtain? 
Beatts bring forth Beaſts , rhe Plant a perfe& Plant ; 
And ev'ry like brings forth her like again : 
Shall Fowls and Fiſhes, Beatts and Plants convey 
Life to their iſiue, and Man leſs than they ? 
Shall theſe ger living Souls ? and Man dead lumps of clay ? 


To 


Muſt humane Souls be generated then ? 
My water ebbs; behold, a Rock is nigh : 
If Natures work produce the Souls of men , 
Mans Soul 1s mortal : All that's born muſt die, 
What ſhall we then conclude? What ſun-ſhine will 
Diſperie this gloomy cloud ? till then , be till, 
My vainly firiving thoughts 3 lie down, my puzled quill. 
| ISIDOR 
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Fieroghph. I I. 329 


ISIDOR. 


Why dof} thou wonder , O man , at the bright of the 
Tears ,. or the depth-of "the Sta ? Enter into thine own 
Soul , and wonder there. 

Thy Soul by creation is nſaſed by infuſon | oruted. 
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EPIG. 2. 


What art thou now the better by this flame ? 

Thon know'ſt not how , ner when , nor whence | catne : 
Poor kind of happineſs , thar can return 

No tmore account but this , to ay, t butn. 


Hieroglygh. 111. 


TUO me CHN Paper. 
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PSALM 103. 16. 


The wind paſeth over it, and it is gone. 


| Te. 
N? ſooner is this lighted Taper fet 
Lipon the tranſirory ftage 
Of Eye-bedarking Night , 
Bur it is ſtraight ſubje&ed to the threat 
Of envious, winds , whioſe waſtful rage 


Diſturbs her peaceful Light, * ( brig 


And makes her ſubſtance waſt , and makes her flame 
4 | 

No ſooner are we born, no ſooner come 

To take poſſeſſion of this vaſt , 
This Soul affidting Earth, 
But danger meets us at the very womb , 

And ſorrow with her full gouth'd'blaſt 

Salures our painful birth , — 

To put outall our joyes,and puff ouxall ur mirth. 


| $0 is «| 
Nor infant innocence , nor childiſh. tears, 
Nor youthful wit , nor manly yawer-, 
Nor politick old Age, x | 
Nor virgins pleading , nor the widows, Prayers, 
Nor lowly cel , nor lofty rower , 
Nor Prince , nor Peer , not Page | 
Can ſcape this eommon blaſt , or curb her ſtormy rage. 


Ly -— nl, * 
Our life is bur -a Pilgrimage of blaſts , 
And every blaſt brings forth a fear ; 
And every fear, a Dearth; ; 
The more it lengthens, ah , the more 1t waltes : 
Were, were we to confinue here 
The dayes of long liv'd Seth , 
Our ſorrows would renew , as we renew our breath , 
Y 2 
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Toft to and fro , our frighted thoughts are driv'n 
With every puft, with every tide 
Of ſelf-conſuming care ; 
Our peaceful flame , that would point up to Heay'n , 
Is ſtill difturb'd, and turn'd afide ; 
And every blaſt of Air 
Commits ſuch waſte in man as man cannot repair, 


6, 


W” are all born debters , and we firmly ſtand 
Oblig'd for our firſt parents debt , 
Beſides our intereſt ; 
Alas ! we have no harmleſs counter-band , 
And we are every hour beſet 
With threatnings of arreſt , 
And till we pay the debt we can expe no reſt. 


vr 


What may this ſorrow-ſhaken life preſent 
To the falſe reliſh of our taſt 
That's werth the name of ſweet ? | 
Her minutes pleaſur's choak'd with diſcontent ; 
Her glory foil'd with every blaſt ; 
How many dangers meet ; | 
Poor man betwixt the biggin and the winding ſheer. 


S. AUGUST. 
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S. AUGUST, 


In this world , not to be grieved, not to be affiiitd , 
yot to be in danger , us impoſſible”, +. = 


Ihidem. 


Behold , the World us full of trouble , yet beloved +: What if 
is were a pleaſing World ? How wouldſt thou delight in ber 
calms , that canft ſo well endure ner Storms. 


EPIG. 3. 


Art thou conſum'd with Soul-affliing croſſes ? 

Diſturb'd with grief ? annoy'd with worldly loſſes ;? 

Hold up thy head ; the Tapour lifted hie 

Will brook the Wind , when lower Tapours die. 
Ty 
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MATTHEW 9g. 12, 
The whole need not the phyſician, 


$ 
I, 


Lways pruning , always cropping ? 
A Ts her brightneſs ſtill obCur'd? 
Ever dreſſing , ever topping ? 
Always curing , never cur'd ? 
Too much ſnuffing makes a waſte ; 
When the Spirits ſpend too falt , 
They will ſhrink at ev'ry blaft. 


2. 
You that always are beſtowing 
Coſtly pains in life repairing , 
Are birt alwayes overthrowing 
Natures work by overcaring : 
Nature meering with her fo, 
In a work ſhe hath to do, 
Takes a pride to overethrow. 


| 3+ 
Nature knows her own perfedion , 
And her pride diſdains a tutour , 
Cannot ſtoop to Arts cormretion, 
And ſhe ſcorns a co-adjutor. 
Saucy Art ſhould not appear 
Till ſhe whiſper jn her Ear : 
Hagar flees , if Sara bear. 


Nature worketh for the better , 
If not hindred that ſhe cannot z 
Art ſtands by as her abetter, 
Ending nothing ſhe began not 3 
if diftemper chance to ſeiſe ' 
Nature foil'd with the diſeaſe, 
Art may help her if ſhe pleaſe. 
Y 4 But 
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Bur to make a trade of trying 
Druggs and doſes always pruning , 
Is to die for fear of ; wp 
He's untun'd , that's always tuning. 
He that often loyes to lack 
Dear bought drugs hath found a knack 
To foyl the man , and feed the Quack. 


6. 


O the ad, the frail condition 

Of the pride of Natures glory | 

How infirm his compoſition , 

And at beft how tranſitory ! 
When this riot doth impair 
Natures weakneſs, then his care 
Adds more ruine by repair. 


8. 


Hold thy hand , healths dear maintainer , 
Life perchance may burn the ſtronger : 
Having ſubſtance to ſuſtain her, 
She untouch'd , may laſt the lenger ? 
When the Artilt goes about , 
To redreſs her flame, I doubt. 
Oftentimes he ſnuffs it our. 


NICOCLES 
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NICOCLES, 


Phyſicians of all men are moſt happy 3 what good ſucreſs 
faever they bave , the world proclaimeth- , and what faults 
they cammit., the Earth covereth. 


” 


E PIG. 4. 


My purſe being heavy, if my Light appear 
S, Bur dim , Quack comes to make all clear ; 
Quack leave thy trade ; thy dealings are not right , 
Thou tak'ſt our weighty gold to give us light. 


Hieroglyph. V. 339 
PSALM gr. 11. 
Aud he will give his Angels charge #ver thee. 


I, 


How tne Eyes could pleaſe themſelves, and ſpend 
Perpetual Ages in ths precious ſight ? 
How I could woe Erermty , to lend 
My walting day an antidote for Night 
And how my fleſh could with my fleſh contend , 
That views this obje& with no more delight ! 
My work 1s great , mv Taper ſpends too falt ; 
"Tis all I have, and ſoon would out or waſt 
Did not this bleſſed ſcreen proteR it from this blaſt. 


2, 


0, I have loſt the jewel of my Soul, 
And I muſt fmd it out, or I muſt die ? 
Alas ! my Sin-made darkneſs doth concroul 
The wy endeavour of my careful Eye : 
| muſt go ſearch and ranſack every hole 3 
Nor have I other Light to ſeek it by : 
O if this Lighr be ſpent , my work not done, 
Ny labour's worſe than loſt ; my jewel's gone , 
And I am quite forlorn , and I am quite undone. 
v 3. 
You bleſſed Angels , you that do ygjoy 
The full fruition of Eternal glory, 
Will you be pleas'd to fancy ſuch a toy 
As man , and quit your glorious territory , 
And ſtoop to Earth , vouchſafing to employ 
Your care tc guard the duſt that lies before ye? 
Diſdain you not theſe lumps of dying clay, 
That , for your pains , do oftentimes repay 
Negle , if not diſdain, and ſend you griev'd away ? 
This 
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This tapour of our lives , that once was plac'd 
In the fair ſuburbs of Eternity , 
Is now alas confin'd to ev'ry blaſt , 
And turn'd a Maypols for the ſporting Fly ; 
And will you , ſacred Spirits, pleaſe to caſt 
Your care on us, and lend a gracious Eye ? 
flow had this ſlender inch of Tapour been 
Blaſted and blaz'd , had not this heavenly S:reen 
Curb'd the proud blaſt , and timely ſtept berween ! 


-L 


O goodneſs , far tranſcending the report 
Of laviſh rongnes ! too vaſt to comprehend ! 
Amazed quill, how far doſt thou come ſhort 
T' expreſs expreſſions that fo far tranſcend |! 
You blefied Courners of th' Eternal Court , 
Whoſe fuli-mouth'd Hallelujahs have no end , 
Receive that World of praiſes that belongs 
To your great Sov'reign ; fill your holy tongues 
With our Hoſanna's mix'd with your Seraphick ſongs. 


Hieroglyph. V. 341 
S. BERN, 


If thou deſireſt the help of Angels , fly the comforts of the 
world, and reſiſt the temptations of the Devil. 

He will give his Angels charge over thee. O what Ye- 
verence, what love ,what confidence deſtrveth ſo ſwert a ſaying ? 
For thezy preſence's reverence 3 for their good will, love 5 
ſor their tuitbon , confidence. . 


Wd 


"md Lal —_ 


= 


——— 


EPIG. 5. 


My flame , art thou difturb'd , diſcas'd and drive'n 
Todeath with ſtorms of grief ? Point thou to Heav'n : 
One Angel there ſhall eaſe thee more alone , 

Than thrice as many thouſands of thy own. 


342 


Tempus ertth 


| 
® FI 
—— — _ 
— _ 
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LL 
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ECCLESIASTES 3. 1. 


To every thing there #s an appointed time. 
Time gu I, Death. 
ow (, 2g the frailty of rhis ſlendef fiff 
Ly Alas, -it'hath nor long to laft : 

Wirhout the help of either thief or puff , 

Her weakneſs knows the way to walt : 
Nature hath made her ftbſtance apt enough 

To ſpend ir ſelf , and ſpend too faſt : 

Fc needs the} help of none 
That is prone | 
To laviſh'onr, untouct'd, and languiſh all alone. 


Death. Tims, hold thy peace, and fhake thy low pac'd fand 5 

Thy idle - minutes make 'no_ way : 
Thy glaſs exceeds her hour , _or.elſe doth fland , 

I canobt hold: , I catmor ftay. ; 
Surceaſe thy pleading , and enlarge my hand, 

I ſurfeit with roo long delay : 

This brisk , this bold-fac'd Light 
Doth burn too bright ; 

Darkneſs adorns my throne-, my day is darkeft Night, 


3 
Time. Great Prince of darkneſs, hold thy needleſs hand ;' 
Thy caprive's faſt and cannor flee : 
Whart arm can reſcue ? who can countermand ? 
What pow'r can ſer thy Pris'ner free ? 
Or if they could , whar cloſe , what foreign land 
+ > ; Can hide-that head that flees from thee ? 
* * © © But if her harmleſs Light 
Offend thy fight , ( ar Night ? 
What need'ſ thou ſnatch at noon , what will be thine 
D;ath. 


4+ 


Death. I have out ftaid my patience; my quick trade 
Grows dull and makes too flow return : | 
This long-liv'd debt is due, and ſhould been paid 
When firſt her flame began to burn: 
But-I have ſtaid too long , I have delaid 
To ftore my vaſt ,' my craving Urn. 
My patient gives me pow'r . * 
Each day, each hour, +, (rowr 
To ſtrike the Peaſants thatch,and ſhake the Princely 


So 


Time. Thou count'ſt too faſt: thy patent gives no pow'r 

Till Time ſhall pleaſe to ſay , Amen. (hour? 
Death. Canſt thou appoint my ſhaft? Time. Or thou my 
Death, *Tis I bid , do. Time. *Tis I bid, When : 

Alas! thou canſt not make the pooreſt Tlow'r 

To hang the drooping head till then : 
Thy ſhafts can neither kill , 
Nor ſtrike , until _ | ( will 
My power give them wings , and pleaſure arm thy 
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S. AUGUST. 


Thou knoweſt not what time he will come : wait always that 
becauſe thou knoweſt not the time of his coming, thou maye#t bt 
prepared againſt the time he cometh. And for this perchance » 
thou knoweſt not the time , becauſe thou mayeſt be prepared 4+ 
gainſi all times, 


EPIG. 6 


Expe& , but fear not Death : Death cannot kill , 
Time , ( that firſt muſt ſeal her Parent) will : 
Would'ft chou live long? keep Time in ig eſteem ; 

Whom gone , if thou canſt nao + redeem. 
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JOB 18. 6. 


Light ſhall be dark, and his Candl: 
ſhall be put out. | 


I, 


ſ HAT ails our tapour ? Is her luſtre fled, 
Or foyl'd ? What dire difalter bred 
is change , that thus ſhe vails her golden head? 


2. | 
was but very now ſhe ſhin'd as fair 
Is Venus (tar. Her glory might compare 
Vich Cynthia , burniſhr, with her Brochers hair, 


| $1545 

here was no cave-begotten damp tbat mought 
buſe her beams ; no wind that went about 

0 break her peace z no puff to pur her. out. 


it up thy wond'ring choughts , and clibu ſhalc (pic 
cauſe z will clear thy doubts, bur cloud thine Eye : 
jets muſt yail , when as their Sov'reign's by. 


00h | "$a 
ſt thau behold bright Phebs , and thy fight 

d whit impair'd ? the obje& is too bright; - 

he weaker yields unto the fironger Light. 

6. "Bp 

God , I am thy Tapour, thou my Sun ;....-. 
thee, the Spring of Light , my Light hegna ; 
« if thy Light bur ſhine ,” my Light is done. 


| | 1 . 
thou withdraw thy Light , my Light will ſine , 
thine appear , how poor a Light is mine ? 
Light is darkneſs if compar'd to thine. | 
Z 2 Thy 
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Thy Sun bearns are too ſtrong for my weak Eye ; 
If chou bur ſhine , how nothing, Lord, amT! 
Ah , who can ſee thy viſage , and not dic! 


9. 
Tf intervening Earth ſhould make a Night , 


My wanton flame would then ſhine forth roo bright , 
My Earth would even preſume t* eclipſe thy Light. 


IO. 


And if thy Light be ſhadow'd , and mine fade, 
If thine be dark, and my dark Light decay'd , 
I ſhould be clothed with a: double ſhade, 


Il 


Whar ſhall T do? O what ſhall I deſire? 
Whar help can my diſtrated thoughts require , 
Thar thus am waſting twixt a double fire ? 


I2. 


In what a ſtrait, in what a ſtrairam I ? 
*Twixt two extremes how my rackt fortunes lie ? 
See I thy face , or ſee It not, I die. 


13. 
O let the ſteam of my Redeemers bloud , 
That breaths from my fick Soul, be made a cloud, 
To interpoſe theſe Lights , and be my ſhroud. 


_-.- 
Lord , what am IT ? or what's the Light I have ? 
May it bur Light my aſhes to their grave . 
And fo ffomt thence, to thee ; 'tis all I crave. 0 


7 I 5. 
O make my. Light , that all the World may ſee 


Thy Glory byt: If not, it ſeems to me 
Honour enough , to be put out by thee. 
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0 Light inacceſſivle, in reſþef# of which my Light is uttsr 

reneſs 3 ſo refleft upon my weakneſs , that all the world may 

wid thy ſtrength : O Majeſtie incomprebenſivie , in reſpeft of 

wch my glory #s mere ſhame : ſo ſhine upon my miſery that all 
World may bebold thy glory. 


EPIG. 75 


thou complain , becauſe thoy art bereav'n 
Athy Light ? wilt thou vie Lights wich Heay'n 2 
thy bright Eye not brook the daily Light ? 
Fheed : I fear thou art a w of Night. 
2 


Lie 


Hieroglyph. V III. 


Ne v1r tus obſcura pettt . 


Fieroglyph. V TIT. 


MATTHEW 5. 16. 


Let your Light ſo ſhine , that men ſeeing your 
good works may glorifie your Father which 


# in Heaven. 


Is 


WW AS it for this, the breath of Heaven was blown 
Into the noſtrils of this Heavenly creature ? 
Was it for this, that ſacred Three in One 
Conſpir'd to make this quinteſſence of Nature ? 
Did Heavenly providence intend 
$0 rare a fabrick for ſo poor an end? 
Wee 
Was Man , the higheſt maſter-piece of Nature , 
The curious abſtra& of the' whole Creation , 
Whoſe Soul was copied from his great Creatour , 
Made to give Light, and ſet for obſervation, 
Ordain'd for this? to ſpend his Light 
In a dark-lanthorn cloyſtred up in Night > 


a 
Tell me , recluſe Monaftick , can it be 
A: diſadvantage to thy bedms'to ſhine ? 
A thouſand rapours may gain Light from thee : 


- Is thy Light leſs or worſe for lighting mine ? 


If wanting Light, I ftumble , ſhall 


| Thy darkneſs not be guilcy of my fall ?: 
4» 
Why doſt thou lurk fo cloſe ? Is 1t for fear 


Some bufie Eye ſhould pry into thy flame , 


And ſpie a thief , or elſe ſome blemiſh there ? 


' Or being ſpy'd , ſhrink'{ thou thy head for ſhame? 
Come , come fond Tapour, ſhine but clear , 


Thou need not ſhrink for ſhame , nor ſhroud for fear. 


ZT 4 Remember 
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Remember , O remember , thou wert ſcr 
For men to ſee the great Creatour by 3 
Thy flame is not thy own : Ir is a debt 
Thou ow'ft chy Maker : And wilt thou deny 
To pay the int'reſt of thy Light? 
And $kulk in corners , and play leaſt in ſight? 


' & 


Art thou afraid to truſt thy eafie flame 
To the injurious waft of Fortunes puff ? 


Ah, coward, rouze; and quit thy ſelf for ſhame ; 
Who dies ip ſervice , hath liv'd long enovgh : 
Who ſhines , and makes no Eye partaker, 


Ulurps himſclf, and cloſely robs his Maker. 


7 


Make not thy (elf a. Prigner , that art free : 
Why doff thou turn thy Palace to a jail? 
Thou art an Eagle : And befirs it thee 
To live immured like a cloyſter'd ſnail? 
Let toyes ſeck corners ; things of coſt 
Gain worth by view : hid jewels are but loſt. 


My God , my Light is dark enough at lighteſt , 
Encreaſc her flame , and give her ſtrength to ſhine: 


*Tis frail ar beſt : *tis dim enough ar brighteſt , 
Bur *tis her glory to be foyl'd by thine. 

. x Oh abalone? &þ My Light ſhall be 

Propos'd to all men; -and by them to thee. 


S. BERN. 


*.. 


CO” 


Hieroglyph. VIIL 353 


S. BERN., 


if thou be one of the fooliſh virgins , the congregation is 
neceſſary ſor thee 3 if thou be one of the wiſe virgins , thou art 
neceſſary for the congregation. 


HUGO, 


m—_ make Cloyſters to incloſe the outward man: 0 
would to God they would do the like to reſtrain the inward mane 


EPIG: 8. 


Afraid of Eyes? what, ſhll play lat in figh: ? 
"Tis much tro be prelum'd all 1s not right : 

Too cloſe egdeavours bring forth dark events : 
Come forth , Mona/iich ; here's no Parliaments. 
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Di Luna Info torpet . 
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JOB 14. 2. 


He cometh forth like a flower and is cut down. 


I. 
Bebbld 
How ſhort a ſpan 
Was long enough, of old , 
| To meaſure our the life of man ?! 
In thoſe well temper'd dayes his time was then 
Survey'd, caft up, and found bur threeſcore years and ret, 


2. 
| Alas 
And whir 1s that ? 
They come , and hide, and pafs,, 
Before my pen Can tell thee * whar, 
The pofts of time are fwift , which havitig fun 
Their ſev n ſhort ſtages 'ore , ther fhorr-liv'& t15K is done. 


. 3. 
Out dayts 
Begum we Jend 
To ſleep, to aritick playes | 
And toyes, until the firſt ſtage end-; 
12. waining moons, twice '$. tithes told,we give 
To uurecover'd loſs : We rather bfeatch than live. 


4 
We Fpend 
A ten years breath, 
Before we apprehend 
What *tis to live, or fear a Death : 
Our childiſh dreams are fill'd with painted joyes, 
Which pleaſe our ſenſe a while, and waking, prove bur toys. 
| How 
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"I 
How vain , 
How wretched is 
Poor man , that doth remain 
- A ſlave to ſuch a Stare as this ! 
His dayes are ſhort , at longeſt ; few, at moſt ; 
They are bur bad, at beſt 3 yet laviſht out, or loſt. 


6. 
They be 
The ſecret ſprings , 
That make our minutes flee 
On wheels more-{ſwifc than Eagles wings : 
Our life's a Clock , and every gaſp of breath 
Breaths forth a warning grief , till Time ſhall firike a death, 


How ſoon 
Our new-born Light 
Artains to full-ag'd Noon ! 
And this, how ſoon to gray-hair'd Night! 
We ſpring , we bud, we bloſſom, and we blaſt 
E'7 we can count our dayes , our dayes they tice fo faſt, } 


8. 
They end 
When ſcarce begun 3 
And ere we apprehend 
That we begin to live , our life is done : 
Man , count thy dayes ; and if they flie tao faſt 
For thy dull thoughts to count, count every day thy laſt. 


Our 
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Our infancy is conſumed in eating and ſleeping ; in *all 
which time what differ we from beaſts , but by a poſſibility: of 
reaſon and a neceſſity of Sin ? 

O miſery of mankind, in whom no ſooner the Image of 
God appeartth in the aft of his Reaſon , but the Devil blurs 
#t in the corruption of bis Will ! 


EPIG. 9. 
To the decrepit man. 


Thus was the firſt ſeventh part of th\ few dayes 
Conſum'd in ſleep, in food, in toytſh playes : 
Know'ſt thou what tears thine Eyes imparted then,? 
Review thy loſs , and weep them o're agen. 
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Pp {, 4s Tun Tata, Juventus 


EET. 
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JOB 20. 11. 


His bones are full of the Sins of his youth. 


I, 


HE ſwifr-foot Poſt of Time hath now begun 
His ſecond tage ; 
The dawning of our. Age 
Is loft and ſpent without a.Sun : 
The Light of Reaſon did not yet appear 
Within th* Horizon of this Hemiſphere, 


The infant Will had yet none other guide 
But tvplight Senſe; 
And what is gain'd from thence 
But doubtful ſteps , that tread afide ? 
Reaſon now draws her curtains 3 - her clos'd Eyes 
Begin to open, and ſhe calls to riſe. 


3. 
Youths now diſcloſing bud peeps out , and ſhows 
Her April head ; ; 
And , from, her graſs-green bed , 
Her Virgia Primeroſe early: blowes.: 
Whiſ{ waking Ph;lome! prepares to Sing 
Her warbling ſoners to the wanzon. ſpring, 


4 
His ſtage is pleaſant , and the way ſeems ſhort, 
All firow'd with flowers ; 
The dayes appear but howers , 
Being ſpent in time-beguiling ſport. 
Her griefs do neither preſs,nor doubts perplex 


| Here's neither fear to curb , nor care to vex. S. 
| Y js 
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go. 


His downy cheek grows proud, and now diſdaings 
The tutours hand ; 
He glories to command 
The proud-neck: ſteed with prouder reins : 
The ſtrong-breath'd horn muſt now falute his Ear 
With the glad downfal of the falling Deer. 


6. 


His quicknos'd armie, with their deep-mouth'd ſounds , 
Moſt now prepare 
To chaſe che ttm'rous Hare. 
Abour his yet unmorgag'd grounds ; 
The ill he hates, is counſel and delay, 
And fears no miſchief but a rainy day. 


7. 


The thought he takes, is how to take no thoughe 
For bale nor bliſs ; 
And late repentance is 
The laft dear pen*worth that he bought : 
He is a dainty morning , and he may , 
If luſt orecaſt him not , b'as fair a day. 


Proud hlofſom, uſe thy Time : Times head ſtrong horfe 
Will polt away : 
Truſt nor the foll'wing day , 
For ev'ry day brings forth a worſe : 
Taketime atbeft : believe'r, thy dayeswill fall 
From good to bad , from bad to worſt of all. 


S. AMBR. 
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S. AMBROS, 


Humility 1 4 rare thing in a young man , therefore to be ad- 
ired : when youth is vigorous , when ſtrength is firom , when 
00d #s hot , when cares are ſirangers , when mirth is fri , 
en pride ſwelltth , and humility is deſpiſed. © 


EPIG. 10: 
To the old. man: 


years are newly gray , his newly green; 
s youth may live to ſee what thine hath ſeen; 
is thy Parallel : his preſent ſtage 
I thine are the rwo Tropicks of mans Age. 
a 
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ECCLESIASTES 11. 9. 


Rejoyce , O young man , and let thy heart 
cheer thee , but know , &dc. 


I. 


"FJ O W flux! how alterable is the date 

- Of tranſitory things ! 

How hurry'd on the clipping wings 
Of Time , and driv'n upon the wheels of Fate ! 

How one condition brings 

The leading Prologue to another ſtate ! 

No tranſkory things can laſt ? - 
Change waits on Time , and Time is wing'd with haſt ; 
Time preſent's bur the ruine of Time paſt. 


2, 
Bchold how Change hath inch'd away thy Spar , 
And how thy Light doth Girn We” 
Nearer and nearer to thy Urn: 
For this dear waſte what ſatisfa@ion can 
| Injurious Time return | 
Thy ſhortned dayes , but this , the ſtyle of Man ? 
And what's a man? a cask of care, | 
Now tunn'd and working z he's a middle ſtair 
'Twixt birth and Death ; a blaſt of full-ag'd air. 
His breaſt is tinder, apt'to TY 
The ' ſparks of Cupids fire, 
Whoſe new-blown flames muſt now enquire 
A wanton julep out, which may reſtrain 
© The rage of his defire , 
Whoſe painful pleaſure is bur pleaſing pain , 
His life's a ſickneſs that doth riſe 
From a hor liver , Whilſt his paſſion lies 
ExpeRing cordials from his miſtriſs Eyes. "y 
Aaz2 
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His ſtage is ſtrow'd with thorns, and deck'd with flowers: 
His year ſometimes appears 
A minute ; and his minutes , years : 
His doubtful weather's Sun-ſhine mixt with ſhowers 5 
His traffique , Hopes and Fears 3 
His life's a ntedley , made of Sweets and Sowrs 3 
His pains reward is Smiles and Pouts 
Bis diet is fair language mixt with Flouts 3 
He is a No-thing , all compos'd of Dozbts. 


go 


Do , waſt thy inch , proud Spar of living Earth, 
Conſume thy golden days 
In ſlaviſh freedom ; let thy ways 
Take beſt advantage of thy frolick mirth ; 
Thy ſtock of Time decayes , 
'And laviſh plenty ſtill fore-runs a dearth : 
The bird that's flown may turn art laſt ; 
And painful labour may repair a waſt ; 
But pains nor price can call thy minutes paſt. 


SEN. 


ee WV 


= IV > 


f 


x, 
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SEN, 


Expeft great joy when thou ſhalt lay down the mind of 
& Child, and deſerve the fliyle of a wiſe man ; for at 
thoſe Tears childhood is paſt , but oftentimes childiſhneſs re- 
maineth, and what is worſe , thou haſt the authority of « 
man, but the vices of a Child. 


EPIG. 11, 
To the declining man. 


Why ftand'ſt thou diſcontented ? Is not he * 

As equal diſtant from the top as thee ? 

What then may cauſe thy diſcontented frown ? 

He's mounting up the hill ; thou / down. 
| | a 3 
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DEUTER ONOMIE 33. 25. 


As thy Dayes , ſo ſhall thy ſtrength be. 


The Pof# 
Of ſwift-foor Time 
Hath now art length begun 
The Calends of our middle ſtage : 

The number'd ſteps that we have gone, do ſhow 
The number of thoſe fteps we are to go: 
The buds and bloſſoms of our Age 
Are blown,decay'd,and gone, 

And all our prime 
Is loſt ; 
And what we boaſt roo much , we have leaſt cauſe to boaſts 


Ah me! 
There 15no reſt ; 
Our Time is always flecing. 

What rein can curb our head-ſtrong hours ; 
They poſt away : They paſs we know not how : 
Our Now 1s gone , before we can ſay Now : 

Time raſh and furure's none of ours : 
That hath as yer no being 3 
And this hath ceaſt 
To be: 
What is, | is only ours , How ſhort a Time haye we : 


Aa 4 And 
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And now 
Apollo's Ear 
' _ ExpeRs harmonjous ſtrains 
New minted from the Thracian Lyre ; 
For* now the virtue of the twi-fork'd Hill 
Inſpires the raviſh'd fancy , and doth fill 
The veins with Pegaſean fire ; 
'* And now thoſe ſteril brains 
That cannot ſhow , 
Nor bear 
Some Fruits, ſhall neyer wear Apollo's ſacred Bow. 


Exceſs 
And ſurfer uſes 
To wait upon theſe days ; 

- Full ſeed , and flowing cups of wine 
Conjure the fancy , forcing up a Spirit 
. By the caſe Magick of debauch'd delight ; 

Ah” pity, twice-born Bacch!ss Vine 

Should ſtarve A4pollo's Bayes, 
And drown thoſe Muſes 
That bleſs | 
And calm the peaceful Soul, when ſtorms of cares oppreſs. 


Strong Light 
Boaſt not thoſe beams _ 
That can bur only riſe 
And blaze a while , and then away : 
There 1s no Solſiice in thy day; 
Thy midnight Glory lies 
Berwixt th* extremes 
Of Night, 
A glory foil'd with ſame , and fool'd with falſe delight. 


0 Haſt 
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Haſt thou climbed up to the ſull Age of thy few Days 
Look backwards and thou ſhalt ſeethe-frailty of thy ye1th 5, the 
folly of thy childhood , and the waſte of thy Infſanty : Lunt 
forwards , thou ſhalt ſee the caves of the World, the troubles 
of thy mind, the diſeaſes of thy Bady. | 


E PIG. 12. 
1o the middle-aged. 


Thou that art prancing on the Juſty Noor 

Of thy full Age , boaſt nor thy {elf roo ſoen: 
Convert that breath to wail thy fickle ſtare ; 
Take heed ; thou'lt brag roo ſoon ,. er boaſt too lare. 
T4 . , | 
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JOHN 3. 36. 


He muſt encreaſe , but I muſt decreaſe. 


IME voids the table, dinner's done ; 
And now our dates declining Sun 

Haih hurried his diurnal load 
To th' borders of the Weſtern road ; 
Fierce Phlegoz , with his fellow iteeds , 
Now puffs and pants, and blows and bleeds, 
And froths and fumes , remembring ſtill 
Their laſhes up th* Olympick hill, 
Which having conquer'd , now diſdain 
The whip , and champ the frothy rein, 
And with a full carieer they bend 
Their paces to their journeys end; 
Our blazing Tapour now hath loſt 
Her better half , Nature hath croſt 
Her forenoon book , and clear'd that ſcore, 
Bur ſcarce gives truſt for ſo much more : 
And now the generous ſap forſakes 
Her fire-grown twig : 2 breath ev'n ſhakes 
The down ripe fruit 3 fruit ſoon divorc'd 
From her dear branch , untouchr , unforc'd. 
Now Sanguin Yenus doth begin 
To draw her wanton colours in, 
And flees negle&ed in diſgrace , 
Whilſt Mars ſupplies her luke-warm place : 
Blood turn to choler : what this Age 
Loſes in ſtrength 1c finds 1n rage : 
Thar rich ennamel , which of old , 

Damask'd the downy cheek , and told, 
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A harmleſs guilt , unask'd , is new 

Worn off from the audacious brow : 
Luxnrious dailiance , midnight revels , 
Looſe riot , and thoſe venial evils 

Which inconſiderate youth of late 
Could plead , now want an Advocate : 
And what appear'd in former times 
Whiſp'ring as faults , now roar as Crimes 5 
And now all ye whoſe lips were wont 

To drench their Coral in the fonr 

Of fork'd Parnaſſus 3 you that be 

The Sons of Phebus , and can flee 

On wiogs of fancy to difplay 
The flagg of high invention, ſtay , 
Repoſe your quills; your veins grow ſower, 
Temprt not your Salt beyond her power : 
If your pall'd fancies but decline , 
Cenſure will ftrike at every line , 
And wound your names,the popular Ear 
Weighs what you are , not what you were. 
Thus hackney like , ' we tire our Age, 
Spur-gall'd with change from ſtage to ſtage. 


Hieroglyph. XI1L 373 


Seeft thou the daily Light of the greater World ? when 
attained to the bigheft pitch of Meridian glory, it ſtayeth 
' not , but by the ſame degrees, it aſcended, it deſcendeth. 
And is the Light of the leſſer world more permanent ? Con- 
tinnance is the Child of Eternity , not of Time. 


EPIG. 14 


To the young man. 


Young man,, rejoyce 3 and let thy riſing days 
. Cheer thy glad hearr: chink'{ thou theſe uphil ways 
Lead to Deaths dungeon ? no, but know withal , 
Arifing is bur Prologue co a fall, 
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| | Invidiv)a Senectus. | 
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JOHN 12. 35. 
Tet a little while 3s the Light with you. 


He day grows old, the low-pitckt lamp hath made 
No leſs than treble ſhade , 

And the deſcending damp doth now prepare 

T*uncurl bright Titans hair 
Whoſe Weſtern wardrobe now begins unfold 

Her purples, fring'd with gold, 
To cloath his Evening glory , when th* alarms 
Of reſt ſhall call to reit 1n reſtleſs Thetss arms. 


2. 


' Nature now calls to ſupper, to refreſh 
The - Spirirs of all fleſh; _ 

The toyling plowman drives his thirſty teams , 
To taſte the ſhipp'ry ſtreams: 

The droyling (wine-herd knocks away, and feaſts 
His hungry whining gueſts: | 

The boxbil Ouzle , and the dapled Thruſh 

Like hungry rivals meet at their beloved buſh, 


Zo 


And now the cold Autumnal dews are ſcen 
To cobweb every green ; 
And by the low-ſhorn Rowins doth appear 
The faſt-declining year : 
The fapleſs branches doff their Summer ſuits 
And wain their Winter Fruits 3 
And ſtormy blaſts have forc'd the quaking trees | 
To wrap x &ry crembling limbs 18 ſuits of moſty freez. F 
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4. 


Our waſted Taper now hath brought her Light 
To the next door to Night ; 

Her ſprightlefs flame grown with great ſnuff , doth turn 
Sad as her neighb'riug Urn - 

Her ſlender inch , that yer unſpent remains, 
Lights bur to further pains, 

And in a fitenr language bids her gueſt 

Prepare his weary limbs to take Eternal reſt, 


9. 


Now careſul Age hath picch'd her painful plough 
Upon the furrow'd brow ; 

And ſnowy blaſts of diſcontented care 
Have blanch'd the falling hair : 

Suſpicious envy mixt with jealous ſpight 
Diſturb's his weary Night : 

He threatens youth with Age ;. and now alas, 

He owns not what he 1s , but yvaunts the man he was. 


6. 


Gray-hairs, peruſe thy dayes, and let thy paſt 
Read LeQtures to thy laſt : 
Thoſe haſty wings that hurry'd them away 
Will give theſe days no day : 
The. conſtant wheels of Nature ſcorn to tire 
Until her works expires 
That blaſt that nipt thy youth , will ruin thee; _ 
That hand that ſhook the branch will quickly ſtrike the tree. 


S. CHRY. 
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S. CHRYS. 
Gray bairsavt honoarable , when the behaviour ſuits with 


gray bairs : But when an ancient man hath childiſh manners , 
he becometh more ridiculous than a Child. 


| SQ. 
Thou art in vain attained to old years , that repeateſt thy 
youtbſulneſ5. 


EPIG. 14. 
To the Touth. 


hee: thou this good old Man ; he repreſents 

Thy Future , thou , his Preterperſef# tenſe : 

Thou goelt to labour , he prepares to reſt : - 

Thoubreak'ſt thy faſt , he ſupps : now. which i beſt ? _ 
4 | 
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PSALM go. 10. 


days of our years are threeſcore years 
ten. 


T. 


O have I ſeen th' illuſtrious Prince of Light 
Riſing in glory from his Crocean bed , | 
d trampling down rhe horrid ſhades of Night, 
| ing more and more his conqu'ring head , 

Pauſe firſt , decline , at length begin ro-ſhroug 

His fainting brows within a cole-black cloud. 

| 2. 

have Teen a well-built- Caſtle ſtand 

the tip-toes of a lofry Hill , 
ſe ative pow'r commands both Sea and Land, 
\nd curbs the pride of the heleag'rers will :- 

At length her ag'd foundarion fails her truſt , 
And layes her totrring ruins in-the duft. 

- 

'o have I ſeen the blazing Taper ſhaor 

Golden head into che feeble Air, 
ofe ſhadow-gilding ray ſpread ronnd about , 
kes the foul face of black-brow'd darkneſs fair z 


Till at the length her waſting glory fades , 
And leaves the Night to her 1aver'rate ſhades. 


4- 

va fo this little World of living Clay, 
he pride of Nature , glorified by Art, 
Whom Earth adores, and all her Hoſts obey , 
Ally'd to Heav'n by his Diviner part , 
Triumphs a while , then droops , and then decays 
And wora by Age, Death cancels all his days, 

| Bb 2 
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That glorious Sun , that whilom ſhone ſo bright , 
Is now ev'n raviſh'd from our darkned Eyes : 

Thar ſturdy Caſtle , mann'd with ſo much might , 
Lies now a Mon'ment of her own diſguiſe : | 
Tnat blazing Taper , that diſdain'd the puff 
Of troubled Air , ſcarce OWNs the name of ſnuff. 


6. 


Poor bed-rid Mgqn ! where 1s that glory now , 

Thy Youth ſo vaunted ? where that Majeſty 

Which ſat enthran'd upon thy manly brow ? 

Where , where that braving arm? that daring Eye? 
Thoſe buxom tunes ? thoſe Bacchanalian tanes ? 
Thoſe ſwelling veins? thoſe marrow flaming bones ? 


7. 


\ -- Thy drooping glory's blurr'd, and proftrate lics 
._-- Grov ling 1n duſt'; and frightful horrour ; now , 
. =, Sharpens the glaunces of thy gaſhful Eyes , 
Whilſt fear perplexes thy diſtra&ed brow: 
£#+ The panting breaſt vents, alther breath by groans, 
= And Death cneryes thy marrow-waſted bones, 
Thus Man that's born of Woman can remain 
But a ſhort time : his dayes are full of ſorrow 3 
Aite's, a penance and his Death's a pain. 
Springs like a flew'r to day , and fades to morrow 
_ *." ts breath's a bubble , and his day's a Fan: 
> ;Tis plorious miſery to be-born a' Man. 
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"CYPR. 


When Fyts are dim , Ears Deaf, viſage pale, Tetth de- 
 eayed , shin withered , breath tainted , Pipes ſurred , 


trembling , bands ſumbling , Feet failing , the ſudden downjal 
of thy fleſhly houſe is near at hand. | 


S. AUGUST, 


All vices wax old by age © cavetouſneſs alone groweth younge 


E PIG. 15. 
To the Infant. 


What he doth ſpend in groans , thou ſpend'ſt in tears: | 
' Judgment and th's alike in both your years z 2 
He's helpleſs 3 ſort thou ; whar difference then? 
He's an ofd 12ſant; thou , a young old Mar. 
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